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Chapter 1 


Rise and Shine 


“Oh, Leonard! It’s time to wake up! You’re still going to Melbourne today!” A gray wolf 
slowly opened his eyes as he heard his mother’s voice sound within his room. The wolf wanted 
to just imagine that he was just dreaming and still had another five or so hours of sleep, but 
unfortunately, he was not dreaming. Leonard grunted and attempted to close his eyes again, but 
his mother saw him do such and turned on the room’s lights. Instantly, the wolf’s eyes began to 
sting, and he moved his furry forearm to cover his eyes. Leonard grunted as he tried to hide 
himself in his bedsheets, “Mum, I don’t wanna bloody go to school!” Leonard’s mother 
approached the wolf and slowly pulled the covers off of her son, leaving him nowhere to hide. 
Leonard protested, “Fuckin’ hell, you cunt!” Instantly, Leonard’s mother reacted to her son’s 
disrespect and mildly raised her voice while snatching the covers from off of the bed, ““Don’t talk 
to me like that, Leonard!” 

However, Leonard seemed rather unfazed by his mother’s raised tone of voice; he knew 
that she really could not do much, and he also knew that he would not be seeing his mother for 
quite some time. Today was the day that the wolf would be flying to Melbourne to begin his 


tertiary education, though he was not exactly too sure what he would even be going to study. He 


knew next to nothing about the school which his mother signed him up for. Though the covers 


were finally pulled off of him, Leonard still kept his right arm covering his face. The wolf’s 
mother examined her son: He was only wearing a simple pair of briefs to bed, and it was quite 
clear that he did not clean up his bed that often. There was plenty of fur all over the sheets that 
detached from his body while he slept. It was clear that the wolf was still not willing to budge, so 
Leonard’s mother yanked her son’s tail to motivate him to finally get going, “Come on, already. 
Get dressed. You’re not missing your flight.” 

When the wolf felt his tail get yanked, he grunted in a small bit of pain, but it was 
nothing he had felt before. Finally, Leonard removed his arm from his face and said, “Fine, fine! 
You win. I’ll get bloody ready, you fuckin’ drongo.” Ignoring the insult thrown at her, Leonard’s 
mother left the room and allowed her son to get dressed. As the wolfess was on her way out of 
the room, she muttered underneath her breath, “If only your father was still around...” Leonard 
did not quite hear what his mother said on her way out, but he was not too concerned with what 
she thought about him. The wolf stood up, and he looked at his bedroom door to see that his 
mother had closed the door, but she did not close the door entirely; there was still a small crack 
letting light from the hallway into the bedroom. However, the extra source of light did not really 
matter at this point since the lights were already turned on within Leonard’s room. 

Leonard looked down at his body, and he brushed the loose fur from his torso. The wolf's 
main fur color was a medium gray, but he had lighter gray fur on his torso that extended up his 
neck and covered a good portion of his face. The insides of his ears were the same light gray 
color as well, and he had blue eyes which complemented his fur color rather nicely. Standing at 
five foot ten, Leonard was about the average height when compared to his fellow Australian 
countrymen, and he was also built quite sturdily. He was not stout at all, but he was not too 


muscular either. The wolf just had a bit more muscle mass than the average man, whether they 


be human or anthro. After Leonard finished brushing the loose fur from his body, he looked 
down at the ground and saw that it had been a decent bit of time since a vacuum had last cleaned 
the inside of his room. There was plenty of loose wolf fur all over the floor, and Leonard knew 
very well that it was all his. He spent most of his days in his room, and his mother would only 
briefly enter his room whenever it was necessary for her to do so. 

The wolf, still feeling a bit drowsy from his sudden awakening, shook his head to try and 
wake himself up, but he was still not even ready to wake up in the first place. Leonard wanted to 
crawl back in bed and go back to sleep, but he knew that he would miss his flight if he did so. 
Besides, the wolf really did not care for his stay with his mother, and he knew that he would 
rather be away from her for as long as possible. Leonard entertained the idea that tertiary 
education was his best way out of his current situation, and the wolf felt as if being anywhere 
would be better than living with his mother. Leonard yawned as he opened his sock drawer to put 
on a pair of white crew-length socks. The wolf pulled his socks over his four-toed wolf feet, and 
he pulled them as far as they would go. With his furry feet now covered by a pair of socks, 
Leonard planted both of his feet on the ground, and he went to fetch a pair of pants to wear for 
the flight. The wolf did not know exactly how long it would take for him to go from Sydney to 
Melbourne, but he figured that it should not be too long. Either way, Leonard wanted to wear 
something comfortable for the flight. He really wished he could just sit on the plane with nothing 
but his briefs, but he knew that such attire was not really socially acceptable, even in the year 
2050. 

Leonard opened his closet, and he looked at the selection of clothes that was available to 
him. He had packed his luggage the previous night, so there was not too much of a selection for 


him to choose from at this point. The items that remained in his closet were clothes he would 


seldom wear: Most of the garments were either too small for him, or they were items which 
Leonard found to be ugly. However, Leonard laid his eyes upon a pair of black Adidas track 
pants which were probably still long enough for him. The wolf grabbed the pants, and he put 
them on, tightening the drawstrings on the inside to prevent them from sliding down his waist. 
After threading his entirely gray tail through the tailhole featured on the seat of the pants, 
Leonard checked to make sure that his pants did indeed fit him. Fortunately for the wolf, the 
pants did fit him, and he let out a sigh of relief. Finding pants was difficult for some anthros: Not 
every clothing manufacturer made pants which had a tailhole for an anthro to wear. Fortunately, 
tailholes were easily enough made with a knife or pair of scissors, and pants were really the only 
articles of clothing that had to be modified to accommodate the needs of Anthro sapiens. Of 
course, some items such as masks, hats, and goggles do not fit all anthros, but in an everyday 
sense, such apparel are not normally expected to be worn by anthros. 

As Leonard went to go search for a shirt to wear, he began wondering what would 
happen if anthros were unable to wear human shoes. He knew that some anthros did not really 
care about wearing shoes in the first place: Anthros all had padding on their toes and the balls of 
their feet, but the wolf did not understand why any anthro would desire to remain unshod. For 
the most part, the humans all wore shoes, and the wolf wondered why anybody would want to be 
seen as a lesser person in the social hierarchy. The thought about footwear shifted to Leonard 
wondering why anthros only had four toes on their feet while humans had five toes. Anthros and 
humans alike have five digits on their hands, so why were things different for the feet of Anthro 
sapiens? The wolf may never know the answer to his questions, but he at least did not have to 


deal with these hypothetical issues. He always wore shoes when he was out of the house, and 


given how common of a brand Adidas was, the wolf would often spot humans wearing the exact 
same shoes he wore in public. 

Leonard paused for a moment, finding himself in the middle of scouring through the 
empty shoe boxes inside of his closet, and he reminded himself that he was supposed to be 
picking out a shirt; his shoes were not even in the room he was currently in. Frustrated that he 
wandered off on a mental tangent that made him search for a pair of shoes he would not find in 
his closet, the wolf returned himself to the task at hand. Finally picking out a shirt, the wolf 
looked at the shirt to make sure it was clean enough to wear. Laundry was something Leonard 
would do every now and then, for he did not really mind his personal smell of sweat, though he 
was met with some objectionable comments when he wore his dirty clothes out in public. He 
really only did the laundry when his mother would make a scene and practically force him to do 
his laundry. At the same time, he was often able to get away with not doing his laundry and 
having his mother do it for him instead. The wolf knew that at eighteen years of age, he was a bit 
too old for his mother to do his laundry for him, but he personally could care less. 

Luckily for Leonard, the shirt he held was not reeking of a wolf’s body odor, and it 
looked generic enough: It was just a simple black t-shirt with the words ‘My life SUCKS’ printed 
on the front with grungy white lettering for the first two words and red lettering for the final 
word. Leonard let out another yawn as he donned his shirt, almost putting it on backwards. The 
wolf considered the current month, August, and he knew that it would soon be springtime for his 
nation. He wished that school would start in the fall, but he just assumed that tertiary school had 
classes which started during the spring as well. Though it was still winter, the fur all over his 
body made it possible for him to go outside wearing just a t-shirt and not get too terribly cold. He 


knew that some humans would wear similar attire during the same weather conditions, but he 


was not quite sure how they were able to do so. It was not like they had the same fur coat which 
anthros had. 

Leonard was now dressed up enough, but there was still one more thing he did not want 
to forget to bring with him. After all, he was not sure when he would be coming back to his 
home. The wolf first looked to his bedroom door to make sure that he mother was not nearby. 
Leonard stood in silence for a moment, and when he did not hear any footsteps coming from 
outside of his room, he slowly made his way to the door to completely close it. The wolf 
wrapped his furry hand around the doorknob, gripping it with the pads on the tips of his fingers 
and the pad on the upper palm of his hand. After being absolutely sure that his mother was not 
around, Leonard turned the doorknob to retract the latch, and he slowly pushed the door flush 
into the frame while trying to be as quiet as possible. The door was now closed, and the wolf 
slowly released his grip from the doorknob before turning back around to face his closet. 

The wolf retreated back to his closet, and he dug through a pile of stuff he left to serve as 
a little hiding spot for a secret item of his. Leonard found himself already feeling quite excited, 
and he wasn’t even beholding the item he sought just yet. Finally, the wolf reached down into his 
pile to pull out his hidden treasure: a pair of pink and white striped thigh-high socks. The wolf 
examined the socks, and he could feel himself becoming excited simply by looking at the 
unusual socks. Leonard even moved his left hand downwards to grope at his groin, but he 
hesitated. He did not know if his mother would suddenly come into his room and find him with 
the item he never let her know of. He was not sure how she would react, but he wanted to spare 
himself the embarrassment of such an outcome. Leonard looked down at the white crew socks he 
was currently wearing, and he considered putting the pink and white socks on. However, 


Leonard reminded himself that he would still have to move outside of his room to put his shoes 


on. He knew that his mother would definitely notice the unusual apparel, and he was wondering 
if she would also notice his physical signs of arousal as well. Nevertheless, Leonard wadded up 
the socks and stuffed them into his pants pocket while trying not to make them look too lumpy. 
Another side of the wolf was entertaining the idea of putting the socks on while on the plane, but 
he was still cautious; he did not want to appear aroused in public. After concealing the socks to 
the best of his ability and waiting for his excited body to calm itself down, Leonard took one last 
look around his room, but there was nothing else for him to take. The wolf was finally to get 
going. He had a long day ahead of him. 

Leonard exited his room, and he found that his mother was waiting with the luggage that 
he was bringing, “Took you long enough, Leonard.” The wolf audibly sighed before replying, 
“Dammit... Can we just get going now?” The wolfess handed her son a passport, and Leonard 
was confused, “Why do I need a passport, mum?” The wolf’s mother replied, “You need it for 
your flight. I put your plane ticket in there as well, so don’t lose it.” The wolf opened the 
passport and examined his portrait. He then looked at the rest of the information, and it all 
seemed just about correct. He finally turned his attention to the plane ticket itself, and when he 
looked at the time listed for the departure, he looked around to find a clock. Finally locating a 
digital clock that was on the wall, the wolf spoke aloud, “Shit... The flight’s in just an hour.” 
The wolfess immediately gave her son a little shove, “Then let’s get moving. Take your shit and 
get it on the ute!” Leonard’s mother was too small to knock him off his balance, but the message 
of urgency was still effectively communicated to him. The wolfess walked out of the house and 
grabbed one of the two suitcases with her. Leonard looked at the remaining suitcase as well as 
his carry-on backpack that was on the floor. Seeing that his mother had exited the house, the 


wolf quickly opened up his backpack and deposited both the thigh-high socks as well as his 


documents into the bag. Leonard threw the backpack over his back and picked up the last 
suitcase before moving it to the door. The wolf sat down on the floor and put his Adidas running 
shoes on. The wolf may have worn running shoes, but he hardly did any sort of running. 
Nevertheless, after lacing up his shoes, Leonard was finally ready to leave. The wolf opened the 
door, grabbed his suitcase, and he stepped out of his house. He was not planning on missing his 
flight. 

When the wolf stepped outside of his house, he looked up towards the sky, and he 
squinted while holding his free arm in front of the sun to prevent it from blinding him. There 
were no clouds to block the sun for the wolf, and since the front door of the house was facing the 
sun, Leonard just had to deal with the sun’s blinding light in his eyes. Leonard continued down 
the front sidewalk until he arrived at the green Holden Commodore VF Ute SS. The wolf always 
wondered how the vehicle was still running. He knew the ute was manufactured in 2017, and the 
vehicle itself was only a few years younger than his own mother. From what Leonard did know, 
his mother had the vehicle when it was brand new, but she probably could have taken better care 
of it. The lime green paint was faded, the interior was all worn out, and the engine had a strange 
sound to it when the vehicle was in idle. Most people would have traded out the vehicle for 
something better at this point, but Leonard’s mother did not really have the money to replace it. 
Most of her money went to paying the pills and providing for Leonard: It was a meager living, 
but at least the both of them had a place to sleep at night. 

Leonard hoisted up the suitcase and deposited in the bed of the ute before meeting his 
mother in the passenger seat. Once the wolf took his seat, he looked to his right to see that his 
mother was fiddling with the ignition; the vehicle’s engine was starting to have some issues 


again. Luckily for both of the wolves, the ute finally started up, and the wolfess let out a sigh of 


relief in response. Leonard had moved his backpack from his back to his lap, but he then moved 
it to the floor of the passenger seat to prevent it from getting heavy on his lap. The luggage in the 
bed of the ute was not secured at all, but Leonard’s mother seemed to feel confident enough that 
the two suitcases would not fly out of the bed. Not wanting to waste anymore time, the wolfess 
shifted the vehicle’s automatic transmission into drive and began to commence the commute to 
the airport. 

The ride was rather quiet: The ute’s non-functioning speaker system was not outputting 
any sound, and the wolfess did not really have anything she wanted to say to her son. As the wolf 
watched passing cars in the opposite lane, he began to think back to the school he was supposed 
to be attending. However, Leonard did not quite remember what the school was even called; all 
he knew was that it was located in Melbourne. The wolf knew about some of the better 
universities in Melbourne, but the one his mother had briefly told him about did not quite ring a 
bell to him. Desiring a reminder, the wolf broke the silence, “Hey mum, what was the school 
called again?” The wolfess let out a sigh, and she was disappointed that Leonard had already 
forgotten the name of the school he was flying out to. How could one attend a university without 
knowing what it was called? Nevertheless, the wolfess answered her son’s question, for she 
knew that he would likely never reach his destination otherwise, “Furryton Academy, Leonard.” 
The wolf did not recognize the name of the school. He remembered looking at the list of tertiary 
education institutions on the Internet a few months prior, but he did not see any listing of any 
such Furryton Academy. Confused, Leonard replied, “Furryton Academy? What?” 

Coming to a red light, the wolfess replied to her son as they both waited for the light to 
turn green, “It’s called Furryton Academy. It’s the only school I could afford to send you to.” 


Leonard had a bit of an issue he felt he needed to address, “Mum. I have no fucking idea where a 


Furryton Academy is. Where the fuck is it?” The wolfess ignored her son’s rather excessive 
usage of vulgar language, “You'll be able to find it when you get to Melbourne. I don’t think it’s 
too hard to find.” Leonard rhetorically questioned the name of the school itself, ““Who’s the 
fuckin’ dumb cunt that thought it was a good idea to name the fuckin’ place Furryton Academy? 
What kind of name is that supposed to be? Fuckin’ pitiful.” The wolfess believed that her son 
was complaining, “Would you rather go to a school or no school at all?” Leonard dismissed his 
mother’s question, “Fuckin’ hell, how ‘bout I don’t go to school? That’d be a whole lot better for 
me.” The wolfess shook her head slowly, “I can’t have you just sitting in your room all day on 
the Internet. You’ll never do anything yourself.” 

The light turned green, and the vehicle continued its trip to the airport. Leonard shrugged, 
“The Internet is where it’s at, though. Shit. I don’t know why you’re complaining ‘bout it.” The 
wolfess could feel her eyes beginning to tear up, but she prevented herself from letting out a sob, 
“When are you going to get a life, Leonard? When are you going to do something for yourself?” 
The wolf scoffed; he was not afraid to be disrespectful, “Pfft... Who the fuck really cares? Kiss 
my bloody arse, mum.” The wolfess now let out a sob as she spoke, “If I didn’t sign you up for 
school, you’d still be sitting in your room doing nothing all day. You’re too old to be doing 
that!” The wolf rolled his eyes, ignoring his mother’s wishes, “Mum. Why the fuck would I want 
to leave my room? There’s fuck all to do out here. Fucking dumb cunt, you are. I don’t give two 
fucks about this shit.” Leonard’s mother began to break down crying, but she knew that she still 
had to watch the road. As the vehicle continued and his mother tried her very best to stay focused 
on driving, she could be heard speaking under her breath a few times, “Where did I go wrong? 
Where did I go wrong?” The wolf still was unfazed by his mother’s behavior, so his response 


was quite insensitive, “This shit again? Fuck you, shit cunt. Get me the fuck out of here, you 


fucking bitch. I'll be fuckin’ glad I won’t be seeing your miserable face around here anymore, 
dumb cunt.” 

For the rest of the trip to the airport, there was no conversation: The inside of the ute was 
only filled with the sobs of the wolfess. Leonard himself decided that he was out of rude things 
to say at the moment, so he only tried to block out the cries of his own mother. Normally, the 
wolf was only annoyed whenever his mother would cry, so he would always just turn his music 
up as loud as it would take for him to be unable to hear her anymore. This time, Leonard was 
unable to drown out the sound with music, for the ute’s speaker system was broken. The wolf 
also had nowhere to go to distance himself from his crying mother; he was inside of a moving 
vehicle. Leonard basically had to just put up with the noise for the time being. He would likely 
be arriving at the airport sooner or later, and he would not likely hear his mother’s cries for a 
good while once he finally disembarked from the ute. 

Fifteen minutes passed, and the green ute finally pulled up at the airport terminal. 
Leonard spoke as the vehicle slowed itself down to a complete stop, “Fuckin’ finally. It’s about 
bloody time to get out of this shit hole.” When the vehicle did come to a stop, Leonard grabbed 
his backpack and exited the ute, not even stopping to say any parting words to his mother. The 
wolf immediately closed the passenger door behind him after he put his backpack on, and he 
proceeded to the bed of the ute to grab his two suitcases. Leonard hoisted both suitcases off of 
the ute, and since both of them had wheels on the bottom of them, he was able to roll the luggage 
by holding on to the carrying straps. As the wolf proceeded to the airport terminal, he could hear 
the sound of the ute’s window rolling down. Leonard did not stop or turn around; he only 
continued walking further away from his mother. The wolfess realized that if she did not say 


anything, her son would not stop to see what she wanted, so she spoke her parting words to her 


son, “Goodbye, Leonard. I love you!” Hoping that her son would return some sort of positive 
response turned out to be merely wishful thinking, for Leonard only raised his left hand and held 
up his middle finger while still holding onto the suitcases’ tug strap, lifting the suitcase in the air 
while displaying the rude gesture. The wolfess knew that there was nothing else she could do but 
hope that things would turn out well for Leonard. Though she would have some extra money to 
finally use to improve her own living conditions, she felt as if she failed as a mother. All she 
could hope for was that her son would finally learn to care. It pained her greatly to see her son 
acting with disdain and contempt all the time. 

Entering the airport terminal, the wolf looked around to see all of the people who were in 
the airport with him. Though most of the people were human, there were indeed a few anthros 
scattered about: Many of them were canines, but there were some felines mixed in with them. 
Leonard wondered what the world would look like if anthros came in more races than just felines 
and canines, but at the same time, he was having trouble even visualizing what an anthro of a 
different race would look like. The wolf had seen artists’ representation of all sorts of 
fictionalized races of anthros on the Internet before, but he was not really sure how they would 
translate into reality. Perhaps the Anthro sapiens were better off just existing as canines and 
felines, though they were only identified as such by their appearance. Anthro sapiens did not 
biologically share anything with the animals they visually shared a resemblance with. 
Genetically speaking, anthros were more related to humans than anything else. Even still, the 
two races of Anthro sapiens were unable to breed with one another. Canines could only breed 
with canines, and felines could only breed with felines. 

As the wolf began aimlessly wandering the airport, he realized that he had already 


forgotten the main task at hand. Not wanting to miss his flight, Leonard stopped in the middle of 


the airport and took off his backpack in order to retrieve his ticket from it. When the wolf opened 
his pack, he found his passport sitting right next to his pink and white striped socks. Leonard 
pushed the socks downwards into his pack, hoping that nobody would notice the item, and he 
zipped his pack back up once he removed his passport from it. The wolf was still wondering why 
he needed a passport to go to Melbourne, but he assumed that it was just another way for him to 
prove his identity if he needed to do so at some point. Leonard opened the passport and retrieved 
the single ticket that was held inside of it before putting the passport back in the backpack. The 
wolf looked at the time on the ticket, and with the time in mind, he looked around to find a clock 
on the wall somewhere. Thankfully, the airport had a giant clock in the lobby he was in, and he 
compared the current time to the one printed on his ticket. Leonard’s flight was due to board in 
only ten minutes. The wolf was suddenly hit by the approaching deadline, and he looked at the 
gate listed on his ticket. 

Leonard had no idea where Gate 3E was, but he figured that the map underneath the 
clock would be able to tell him where his flight was. The wolf approached the map, and he 
studied it, trying to locate Gate 3E. Leonard knew that he still had to go through the security 
check, and he was hoping that he would not miss his flight. Once the map provided him with an 
idea as to where to go to arrive at his desired gate, Leonard increased his pace and began speed 
walking in the direction he knew he needed to be heading in. With both suitcases trailing closely 
behind him, the wolf did not stop along the way. There were plenty of restaurants in the airport 
as well as shops, but Leonard knew that he would not have time to stop and check anything out. 
Even though it was still quite early in the morning, the airport had quite a bit of a crowd 
amassing inside of it. As with what Leonard saw when he first entered the airport, many of the 


occupants were humans, but there were still plenty of anthros roaming about. Leonard could hear 


bits and pieces of conversation in the airport, but he did not bother to stop and actually listen to 
anybody. He still had a plane to catch. 

After walking for just a few minutes, the wolf could see that he was now looking at the 
correct terminal, and he checked his ticket once more to confirm that he was in the right place. 
Before the gate was a security checkpoint, and the wolf approached the people manning the 
checkpoint. The guard was a human, and he instructed Leonard to relinquish his possessions, 
“Luggage, please.” Leonard stood silent for a second, not exactly sure how to proceed next, but 
he did snap out of his brief state of surprise when the human spoke again, “C’mon, mate. I don’t 
have all day. Gimme your luggage for inspection.” The wolf handed over his suitcases to the 
guard, who handed the suitcases over to another guard for inspection, and Leonard felt that he 
had done all he needed to continue; However, the guard was not satisfied yet, “I need your 
backpack too.” Leonard paused in the middle of his stride, and he remembered the quite personal 
item he had in his backpack. The wolf did not want to act too suspicious in front of the guard, but 
he already knew that he was looking quite suspicious thanks to the embarrassed look on his face. 
Knowing that he would not be able to proceed without handing over his backpack, the wolf took 
off his backpack and handed it to the guard. 

The human had a suspicious look on his face due to the wolf's mannerisms, but he waved 
Leonard to continue through the body scanner, and the wolf pocketed his ticket before stepping 
inside of the scanner. While in the scanner, Leonard caught a glimpse of the guard who opened 
his backpack to inspect the contents, and the wolf was able to see a look of what he believed to 
be mild disapproval on the face of one of the inspectors. Leonard knew that despite his efforts to 
hide his little secret, people still found out about it. The wolf did remind himself that he would 


likely never see these people again, so it would not make sense to dwell on the issue. Just as the 


wolf was thinking about leaving the area, the door on the other side of the body scanner opened, 
and Leonard walked on out to retrieve his belongings. Thankfully, everything appeared to be in 
order, and the guards did not find any items which would prohibit the wolf from boarding the 
aircraft. As the wolf was reunited with his backpack and luggage, one of the guards handed 
Leonard’s passport to him and said, “You'll be needing this if you’re going to any of the Gate 3 
terminals. Have a nice flight.” Leonard held his passport in his hand again, and he began 
wondering yet again as to why exactly he needed it if he was only going to Melbourne. The wolf 
continued past the security checkpoint and walked towards Gate 3E, hoping that he still had a bit 
of time to spare before he needed to board his flight. 

Arriving at the gate itself, the wolf met with a human employed by the airline company. 
The human spoke to the wolf as he approached the gate, “Are you going to Melbourne?” 
Leonard nodded, and in response, the human outstretched his hand, “Ticket and passport.” Since 
the wolf was currently in possession of both items asked from him, he outstretched his hand and 
gave his documents to the human. As the wolf’s information was being checked, he looked 
around to see that a couple of anthros were currently making their way to the gate that joined the 
aircraft with the rest of the airport. The human was preparing to ask Leonard to provide a travel 
visa with the passport, but he conveniently found the document included within the passport as 
well. Leonard was quite oblivious to the actual contents of the passport which his mother had 
given to him; he did not bother to check it over. The wolf did remember going through the 
process of a passport within the last year, but he never had any idea what it would be used for. 
Leonard just assumed that he would have it around as both another form of identification as well 


as to be used if he ever needed to travel internationally. 


After a few moments of inspecting the provided documents, the human returned them to 
the wolf and said, ““You’re clear. Please deposit your suitcases in the receptacle and board the 
aircraft now. Thank you for flying with us. Have a nice flight.” Leonard took his passport and 
ticket back, and he stepped past the line with the rest of his belongings. The wolf knelt down 
once more and opened his backpack to deposit his passport, but he decided that he would keep 
his ticket with him so he could make sure that he was going to sit down in the right seat. After 
zipping his backpack back up, Leonard stood back up and wheeled his suitcases over to the 
baggage receptacle. The human attendant manning the receptacle silently took the wolf’s 
suitcases once he handed them over, and now the only thing Leonard had to do was simply board 
the aircraft. The wolf turned to his right, and he saw the open gate that would lead him to the 
aircraft. With nothing more for him to do before boarding his flight, Leonard walked down the 
pathway and maintained a solid pace as he came closer and closer to the aircraft. 

Finally entering the aircraft itself, the wolf did not get a glimpse of the captain, but he did 
quickly find the seat that was written down on his ticket. Leonard took his seat after stashing his 
backpack in the overhead compartment, and he decided to buckle his seatbelt. A good majority 
of the passengers were actually anthros: There was a good mix of canines and felines, but 
canines still outnumbered the felines by a small margin. The rest of the passengers were human, 
but all of the passengers had rather neutral looks on their faces. Perhaps they were not expecting 
anything exciting from the flight. Either that or they were still tired from having to wake up early 
in the morning to get on a plane in a decently crowded airport. Leonard knew that he himself 
wished that he was still in bed, but the wolf did consider attempting to sleep on the plane. 
However, he was not too sure how effective he would be at accomplishing such a task since he 


would not be sleeping in a bed, and he felt that he would not even get much sleep if he were to 


sleep on the aircraft. The wolf developed a contingency plan in his mind: He would just go to 
bed when he arrived at Melbourne. From the wolf’s understanding, the flight would probably not 
last for too long, and he would arrive at his destination in no time at all. He would have more 
time to sleep after getting off his flight. 

It was not long before the pilot’s voice was heard over the aircraft’s speaker system, 
“Hello everybody. I am Captain Sung-Chi Huang, and I will be your pilot for today’s flight. I 
hope everybody is doing well today. The current local temperature is twelve degrees Celsisus, 
and it is 8:30 in the morning. We are making optimal time, and we will be departing as per our 
schedule. Your destination is Melbourne, Florida. However, we will make a stop at Los Angeles 
International Airport where you will board another flight that will take you to...” Leonard’s ears 
perked up when he heard the pilot mention the ultimate destination. Melbourne, Florida? The 
wolf took another look at his ticket; perhaps there was some sort of mistake, and he had boarded 
the wrong flight by accident. Leonard took a look at his ticket, and he read it in his head, 
‘Destination: Melbourne, FL.’ The wolf could not believe his eyes: His destination really was 
Melbourne, Florida. Leonard looked up, and he could see that the flight attendant was currently 
in the process of demonstrating how to put on the emergency oxygen masks in case of a cabin 
pressure malfunction; However, the wolf could not really pay attention to what the flight 
attendant was saying. He was going to the United States to attend Furryton Academy, and he had 
no say in the matter at all. Leonard was shocked. 

Before the wolf could react in any way, the aircraft started moving as it taxied on the 
runway, and Leonard finally understood that there was no turning back. He was leaving his 
country whether he liked it or not, and there was nothing he could do at this point. The wolf 


looked around to see if anybody else looked surprised to be going to Melbourne, Florida, but 


everybody still looked the same as they did before the pilot said anything over the aircraft’s 
speakers. Leonard turned to look outside of the window, and he could see the plane was closing 
in on the runway itself. It would only be a minute or two until the plane took off. Leonard was 
ultimately at a loss for words. He had never been to the United States before, and he had 
absolutely no idea as to what he would even do once he arrived. He knew that he would have to 
find Furryton Academy, but he did not know anything about the United States outside of what he 
saw in the news media as well as on the Internet. 

The plane was now starting to roll down the runway as the engines outputted more and 
more thrust. Leonard looked to the empty seat on his left, and looking past the empty seat were 
two anthros seated across the other side of the aisle. All looked normal for them, and Leonard 
found it strange that he was the only one who was basically struck in confusion and awe as a 
result of hearing the flight’s destination. The plane’s ailerons bent upwards, and the airliner soon 
generated enough lift to take off from the ground and achieve flight. Now airborne, Leonard 
shook his head; he knew that there was truly nothing he could do to change his situation. Not 
only was he going to an entirely different country for tertiary education, his flight was going to 
take a lot longer than he anticipated. Still feeling annoyed that he had to wake up so early, the 
wolf hoped that he would have some opportunity or another to catch up on lost sleep. Leonard 


had nothing else better to do on his unexpected flight to Melbourne. 


Chapter 2 


Orientation 


“Hello everyone, and thank you for choosing Furryton Academy,” a tall maned wolf 
addressed the rather underwhelming crowd of new students at the orientation event. The maned 
wolf continued to speak after a brief second of silence, “My name is Richard Cox, but you guys 
can just call me Mr. Cox because people who know me call me Dick, and I find that quite 
unfortunate. Erm... Anyways, I’m the president here at Furryton Academy. I’m glad you guys 
decided to choose this school for your tertiary education. I know there are plenty of other options 
out there -- Uhh... Yeah, plenty of other options out there... What? Whoops... Uh... Yeah, so 
I’m glad you guys decided to come out here. I mean, I haven’t seen a turnout of new students 
like this since a good while now.” Leonard raised an eyebrow; he was only thirty seconds into 
the orientation at Furryton Academy and was already feeling extremely underwhelmed. The wolf 
had absolutely zero expectations for the school, but Leonard was astounded with just how poorly 
the president of the school delivered his first lines to the new students. 

Somehow, the president of the school not only had quite unfortunate speaking skills, but 
he was also wearing ill-fitting clothes: Mr. Cox was a tall maned wolf who had to have been at 
least six foot four, and his dark blue dress pants were not even able to cover his entire legs. It 


was clear that Mr. Cox was not wearing shorts, but the pants still left a good four or so inches of 


his calves showing. To make things worse, the maned wolf wore a white collared shirt that was 
also way too small for him and the sleeves left almost his entire forearms exposed. Mr. Cox also 
wore a black tie that was way too short for his shirt, black dress shoes that actually looked as if 
they fit his feet, and a pair of battered glasses held together by tape and rubber bands. The maned 
wolf’s fur was unkempt and looked quite greasy. Leonard did not want to try and get close 
enough to the maned wolf to confirm if he actually smelled dirty or if he just looked dirty. 

Mr. Cox continued speaking, “So, uh... Lemme just tell you guys a bit of our history here 
at Furryton. Yeah, alright... So, uh... Our school was founded in like -- you know, about uhh... 
Twenty years ago? Yeah? Uhh... I want to say I think that was right. Anyways, we started out, 
and we were pretty alright, you know. We weren’t really the best school, but we also weren’t 
quite the worst school — yet. Anyways, what really set us back were the attackers. Thankfully, 
they never show up when we’re not having class, so that’s something that’s pretty good, I guess. 
We lost a lot of erm... We lost great staff and students to them. It’s quite sad and all and stuff. 
Ever since then, really, good help has kinda been a bit hard to come by. You know, and I guess 
new students are hard to come by as well. I mean, quite frankly, I wasn’t expecting to have a 
whopping total of five new students joining us here today at Furryton. Just in time for class 
starting tomorrow as well. So yeah, that’s pretty good. I mean, we get some students coming in 
throughout the year, yeah. We always have plenty of empty spots here, and some people do 
figure out as to why, but yeah. Crap. I’m rambling again. Why don’t you guys uh... Introduce 
yourselves or something? Then I can show you around our campus here.” 

Leonard glanced around, and he took a brief look at the four other anthros who were with 
him: There was a lanky cross fox, a brown coyote wearing deer antlers, a muscular gray tabby 


cat, and a red fox. The wolf initially believed that he showed up early to the orientation event, 


but as he found out from Mr. Cox’s poorly-spoken introduction, these few people were it. He did 
not think that this small band of people were all of the new students attending Furryton 
Academy. The wolf remained silent; he was not looking to volunteer himself for the icebreaker 
that Mr. Cox wanted to start. Leonard was glad that Mr. Cox was not a teacher at Furryton, for 
he did not know how much more incoherent rambling he could take. Nevertheless, the wolf was 
still mildly concerned that this anthro was still the president of the academic institution he would 
be studying at. Leonard decided that he would just have to suck it up and make the best of the 
situation, even if he did not really know how things could really get any worse. 

With a small piece of paper and a pen in hand, Mr. Cox looked at the five students paying 
him varying degrees of attention, and he decided to call on one of them for an introduction, 
“Uhh... How about you go first? The black and white red fox?” The cross fox displayed a small 
smirk on his face as he looked to the anthros around him before speaking, “Howdy, y’all. My 
name’s Lars. Lars Hofmeier. I’m attending this school because my dad told me that people here 
could use some help. I’m here to give people that help in any way I can.” Mr. Cox smiled back at 
the cross fox, and he pushed his glasses up closer to his face before speaking, “Uh-huh. Thank 
you Lars. Yeah, yeah, I’m sure that you’ll be able to do something around here -- if you last long 
enough. D’oh, ignore that. Silly me.” Leonard was trying his hardest not to go ballistic; he could 
not handle listening to this maned wolf as he kept talking. Nevertheless, Leonard did not have 
any other options to really go by. He either had to stay at Furryton Academy or be homeless. He 
did not have any means of getting back to Australia, and plane tickets from Florida to Australia 
would cost him a decent amount of money which he did not have. He had already been to the 
dorm room at Furryton, and it was actually not that bad when compared to the maned wolf 


introducing him to the school. 


Mr. Cox called on another anthro to speak next, “Why don’t you go next, other fox?” The 
red fox blankly stared at the maned wolf for a moment before speaking, “I’m Jothie.” Expecting 
the red fox to say something else, Mr. Cox waved his hand and said, “You’re Jothie, and?” The 
red fox kept his blank stare as he remained silent. He did not have anything to say. Mr. Cox, 
noticeably annoyed by the underwhelming response, took a deep breath and asked the next 
student to introduce himself, “How about you, wolf?” Leonard was not looking to be called on to 
introduce himself, and he did not even know what he was supposed to say. The wolf looked both 
ways, but there were no other wolves around. Mr. Cox spoke again, for he knew why Leonard 
was looking around, “Yes, I’m talking to you. Introduce yourself. It’s not that hard.” The wolf let 
out a grunt before speaking, “Call me Legoshy.” 

The maned wolf was confused, “Legoshy? I don’t think I’ve ever heard of a person with 
that sort of name before. It doesn’t even sound real. That can’t be your real name.” 
Remembering what Jothie had done, Leonard decided to just remain silent and refuse to say 
anything else. Mr. Cox was beginning to realize that he would be wasting his time trying to get 
anything else out of the wolf, so he decided just to skip him and speak to the next student, 
“Alright. Erm, how about you? The coyote with the antlers strapped to his head?” The coyote 
was quick to speak in a rather emotional fashion, “I’m a deer! You see my antlers? I’m a deer! 
Don’t call me a coyote! I’m no coyote! I’m a deer!” Mr. Cox challenged the coyote’s claims, 
“An anthro deer? That doesn’t even exist. All anthros are either canines or felines.” The coyote 
spoke up again while magnifying the emotionally charged inflection in his voice, “Hey fuck you, 
asshole! You bigoted ableist racist deerphobe! I’m a fucking deer, so shut the fuck up!” 

Mr. Cox decided to ignore the coyote’s insult-ridden rant, and he decided to simply get 


the coyote to introduce himself, “Erm... We'll deal with that later. Can you just tell us what your 


name is?” The coyote still looked agitated, but he decided that he should just answer the maned 
wolf’s question to get on with the orientation, “Lewis.” Mr. Cox smiled, seeing that the situation 
was deescalating, and he said, “See? That wasn’t so hard, now was it? Nice to uhhh... Meet you. 
Yeah. Nice to meet you, Lewis.” Lewis was still rather agitated due to being called the coyote 
that he was, so he refused to say anything else to the maned wolf. As the situation calmed down, 
Leonard shook his head, and he wondered why he was standing in the same vicinity as these 
people. The wolf felt as if he was the only sane one around, but he knew that there was nowhere 
for him to go. Then again, there was still one last student who had not introduced himself yet. 
Leonard shifted his mental focus back to Mr. Cox calling on the last student to introduce himself: 
“And lastly, our only feline with us today. What’s your name?” 

The cat, having his rather muscular arms crossed, gave a shrug and replied quite briefly, 
“The name’s Roberto Bocchino, but people — they call me Robby.” Mr. Cox replied, relieved 
that he had at least one other introduction which was able to live up to his rather low 
expectations, “Robby, ah? Well, it’s good to have you here with us.” Leonard raised an eyebrow; 
maybe he was not the only sane individual around, after all. The cat’s reply was quite stoic yet 
confident, and the wolf felt that such a delivery was worthy of respect, even though he did not 
reply in the same way himself. Leonard compared the cat’s introduction to the rest of the group: 
Lewis was too pathetic, Lars was too empathetic, and Jothie was just too cold. The wolf did not 
really bother to compare the introductions of his peers to his own introduction, for he believed 
that his introduction was already superior to the rest. Nevertheless, Leonard felt that he would 
probably be able to have a decent talk with the cat at some point and time. 

Keeping the piece of paper he wrote on in his hand, Mr. Cox placed the pen he used to 


write on the paper in his pocket, and when his hand emerged from his pocket, he was holding a 


second piece of paper which had been folded up. The maned wolf unfolded the piece of paper 
and held it in his second hand before speaking, “Alright. Now that you guys have all told me 
your names, I’m just gonna check them off from my little roster sheet here.” Leonard rolled his 
eyes, believing the poorly executed icebreaker game to be a gigantic waste of time. The maned 
wolf began to quietly speak to himself aloud as he checked the names off the list, trying to be 
quiet enough so that he was not heard by the students, “Uhh... Uh-huh. Let’s see here. Leonard 
Barter? Uhh... I'll have to come back to that one. Alright... Roberto Bocchino? Yeah, that’s the 
cat. Next up is uh, Lars Hofmeier? That was the cross fox, but he’s not on my roster sheet for 
some reason. Agh... Whatever. It doesn’t matter. Now we have Lewis Lewis? The coyote. Welp, 
at least his name’s more fortunate than mine. And now we have Joseph Thie? What kind of name 
is that? I guess that’s what Jothie is supposed to be abbreviated as. I suppose it doesn’t hurt just 
to make sure.” 

The maned wolf looked up from his two pieces of paper as he addressed the students, 
“Jothie, are you Joseph Thie?” The red fox only spoke to correct the school’s president, “It’s 
pronounced like the word fea, not like the word thee.” Though the answer the red fox gave was 
not exactly the answer that Mr. Cox was looking for, the maned wolf considered his question 
answered. With only one last student to account for, the maned wolf turned his attention to the 
gray wolf, “That must mean your real name is Leonard Barter. Isn’t it?” Leonard grunted as he 
partially turned his head away from the maned wolf, but he kept his eyes focused on Mr. Cox. 
Leonard kept silent, but Mr. Cox persisted, “Well... You might want to be called Legoshy, but I 
still have to acknowledge your real name for purposes of keeping records and stuff.” Leonard 
muttered under his breath with a look of apprehension on his face, “Yeah... I’m Leonard...” The 


maned wolf nodded, and he made a mental mark on the paper; he did not have a pen to mark 


anything down since it was back in his pocket. Like all anthros, Mr. Cox only had two hands, 
and they were both being occupied with the pieces of paper he was holding. Nevertheless, there 
were only five new names he had to keep track of, so he did not believe doing such would be too 
hard of a task. 

“Alright. I’m gonna go and run this back to my office. You guys wait here, and I'll be 
back sooner or later for the campus tour. It shouldn’t take long. Erm... In any case, uh — I guess 
you guys have each other for company? Right? Yeah?” Lars gave a thumbs up and toothy smile 
to the maned wolf, and Mr. Cox returned a smile and said, ““That’s good. I want to say I promise 
I won’t be long, but I can’t really promise anything, really. Uhh... Just stay here, please. I’m 
gonna go now.” The maned wolf finally turned around to walk away, and Leonard began to 
slowly shake his head in disapproval. The gray wolf did not even wait for Mr. Cox to walk a fair 
distance away from the group before he insulted him, “Fucking drongo cunt. Piece of fucking 
shit.” Leonard was not sure whether or not Mr. Cox heard the insult directed towards him, but 
the maned wolf did not stop to confront the gray wolf. Leonard, still feeling unhappy, shook his 
head again, closed his eyes, and delivered a rather loud sigh. 

When the wolf opened his eyes, he could see Lars was standing in front of him, yet the 
fox was keeping a good few feet of distance away from the wolf. The rest of the three students 
wandered off in various directions; not wanting to engage in any sort of social interaction. Lars 
and Leonard were now the only ones who were still standing where the orientation group met, 
even though the meeting location was in the middle of the school’s campus. Since the fox was 
standing in view of the wolf, Leonard inspected the fox: Lars was wearing a black polo shirt 
tucked into a pair of khaki shorts which looked a fair bit too short for him to be wearing. Lars’ 


shirt had short sleeves, and thanks to the short shorts he wore, a good chunk of the fox’s thighs 


were exposed. The fox’s legs were completely bare, save for the multicolored anklets he had on 
his ankles and the few gold and silver rings which he wore on his toes, but both of his hallux 
digits were left bare. From its outward appearance, the fox’s footwear only served a decorative 
purpose. Lars himself was an extremely lean fox for his height, and from Leonard’s perspective, 
the fox looked as if he was standing a good few inches taller than he was. The wolf looked at the 
fox’s body, and he did not quite remember the last time he ever saw somebody so skinny. The 
fox, despite his odd choice of apparel, was dressed rather neatly, and Leonard was wondering 
why exactly Lars was attending this disaster of a school. 

Leonard’s physical analysis of the fox was interrupted by the fox speaking to the wolf, 
“Are you an Australian?” The wolf’s eyes shot up to meet the fox’s eyes as he realized that Lars 
was speaking to him, “Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to, shit cunt?” The fox looked 
both ways before replying to the wolf with a self-aware answer, “I think I’m talking to you, 
Leonard.” The wolf’s anger begin to kindle when he heard his name mentioned, “Call me 
Legoshy, you dumb cunt. Fuckin’ hell.” Lars wanted to ask his first question again, but he had 
another question in mind that he wanted answered first, “Where does that name originate from? 
Is that an online alias of yours?” The wolf was feeling mildly annoyed, so he decided to 
comment on the fox’s appearance by gesturing towards the rings on Lars’ toes, “And are your 
feet getting fuckin’ married or something, ya fucking hippy?” Lars decided to ignore the wolf's 
hostility and give a playful answer to the wolf’s insult, “At least they’ Il always be close enough 
as to not get separated from one another. Though they may wander off, they’Il always have each 
other.” The wolf turned his back to the fox without saying another word and swiped him with his 


tail. Lars ignored the glaringly rude gesture, and he continued to try and speak with Leonard, 


“You know, my dad is really close with a gray wolf from Australia who bears your surname. 
You don’t happen to have any other family living in the United States. Do you?” 

Leonard was prepared to walk away from the fox, but he turned his head to the right 
enough that he was barely able to see Lars in his peripheral vision, “Go to hell, shit cunt.” Lars 
smiled and said, “I’m not going to hell. I’m saved by the Blood of Jesus Christ, and if you trust 
in His blood for eternal salvation and forgiveness, then you won’t have to go to hell, either.” The 
fox’s words only seemed to anger the wolf even further, but instead of walking away from Lars, 
Leonard turned to face him again, though he remained silent. Lars read the shirt the wolf was 
wearing and questioned him about it, “Did you pick out that shirt yourself?” Leonard looked 
down for a second to see what the fox was talking about, but he realized that he was still wearing 
the same dirty clothes he wore from when he got on his flight to go to Melbourne in the first 
place, “My life wouldn’t suck as much if I didn’t have to talk to your drongo arse, fucking bitch. 
Fuck off, cunt.” 

Lars finally questioned Leonard’s hostility, “Is this how you address everybody you 
meet?” Leonard fired back with another rude, but quite honest, response, “I do. Especially dumb 
cunts like you.” The fox was rather confused by the wolf’s answer, so he attempted to obtain 
more information, “What grievance do you have with me?” Leonard did not really have a firm 
answer, so he started complaining about the fox’s choice of clothing and his high-pitched voice, 
“Well, for one, you’re a fucking hippy. Two, you talk like a faggot, and three... You’re just a 
fucking bitch.” The fox was not offended, but he did still make an effort to address at least one of 
the points the wolf made, “Perhaps if you get to know me, you’ll come to know I’m not a hippy 
like you think I am.” Leonard did not want to accept Lars’ response, “Why the fuck else are you 


walking out here without shoes if you’re not a hippy?” The fox provided an answer for the wolf, 


“Well, as you probably know, anthros don’t really need shoes. My parents always went with 
their feet unshod, and I decided to do what they did. Besides, I think my feet look quite nice.” 
Leonard shook his head, sighed, and said, “How the fuck did your parents meet one another?” 
The fox provided another genuine response once again, “My dad first met my mom in Las Vegas 
in 2027. Five years passed, and they had me.” The wolf rolled his eyes and spoke under his 
breath, though it was loud enough for Lars to hear, “Fuck me. That explains a lot...” 
Nevertheless, Lars ignored Leonard’s last comment. 

As the conversation turned into silence, the wolf studied the fox’s fur pattern, for it was a 
quite unique color scheme. Lars was definitely a cross fox, but his specific color pattern was one 
Leonard had never seen before: The fox’s body was covered in black fur with white fur seen on 
the inside of his ears, his cheeks, his chin, his neck, and he had more white fur traveling down 
his neck and presumably covering his chest and abdomen. Lars’ black, bushy tail was also tipped 
with white as with every red fox, but Lars had a good inch or two of red fur surrounding 
anywhere he had white fur. The fox had the signature dark black streaks on his nose that other 
red foxes had, and his eyes were an emerald green. From what the wolf could see, the only fur 
that was not black was seen on the fox’s tail, his head, and as much of Lars’ chest that was 
exposed by the collar of his polo shirt. The fox’s limbs appeared completely black, and Leonard 
was quite confident that they were indeed completely black. After all, Lars’ shorts were cut high 
enough for the wolf to be able to see almost the entirety of the fox’s upper thighs. 

The wolf was beginning to wonder how the fox was supposed to carry any of his personal 
belongings since his shorts were way too short to have functional pockets, but he saw that the 
black tactical-looking web belt holding the fox’s shorts up had a couple of black pouches 


attached to them, almost visually resembling the pouches on a policeman’s utility belt. Leonard 


became curious as to what the fox had in his pouches, so he asked his first question without the 
use of any expletives, “What are those things on your belt? Pouches?” The fox was beginning to 
wonder if the wolf was ready to have an actual conversation, so he decided to return the favor, 
“That’s right. These shorts are too short for pockets, so I have to keep my stuff in these pouches I 
attach to my belt. I don’t have any loops on my belt that are specifically made to accommodate 
the pouches, but they will still clip on my belt since the pouch straps have snap fasteners on 
them. I just have to be mindful about them sliding around my belt, but I wear my belt pretty tight 
around my waist, so they’re normally not sliding too many places.” Leonard questioned the 
practicality of using such a method of carrying items, “Why not just wear longer shorts that have 
pockets?” The fox gave a very simple response, but his response did not make much sense to the 
wolf, “I like the way my legs look.” 

Leonard was not sure why Lars was still talking to him. He had done practically 
everything he could to be rude to the fox, and when he normally treated other people as such, 
they simply wished to no longer communicate with him. The wolf did not understand why this 
fox gave him more of a chance. The silence was broken by the fox asking the wolf a question, 
“So what brings you to Furryton Academy? By the way your face looked while Mr. Cox was 
talking, it didn’t look like you really knew how to react.” The wolf was a bit reluctant to answer 
the question, but he decided to do so regardless of his brain telling him to not answer, “My 
mum’s a bitch and sent me here. Fucker’s broke as shit and still sent me here.” Lars frowned and 
turned his head slightly upwards and to the right, “Aw. That’s not a nice thing to say about the 
woman who brought you into this world. Your mom wants you to get at least some sort of 


education. It’s better than being homeless.” 


Leonard fired back, “She’s no woman. She’s a fucking bitch.” Lars asked a question that 
the wolf would not like, “Did your father have any say in the matter?” Leonard looked directly at 
the fox with a look of contempt in his eyes. The wolf stepped up to the fox and placed both of his 
hands firmly around Lars’ neck. Despite the rather hostile act, the fox’s face displayed a look 
that was more of curiosity rather than fear. Realizing that he was not intimidating the fox, the 
wolf applied some pressure to the fox’s neck, but he was still unable to get the reaction he 
wanted. Lars, still able to breathe, spoke, ““Am I supposed to be afraid of you or something?” 
Leonard’s eyes were filled with more emotion than the fox’s eyes, but he did not provide an 
answer to the fox’s question. Lars spoke again to the wolf as he pointed to the nearest building 
he could see, and the wolf was not sure whether the fox’s response was supposed to be 
interpreted sarcastically or literally, “I mean, if you’d rather pin me up against a wall, there’s one 
over there.” Leonard blinked a couple times to prevent tears from welling up in his eyes, and he 
took a few steps away from the fox once he released his grip from around the fox’s neck. 

Lars reacted to the physical assault committed against him with a rather lighthearted 
attitude, “Do you fancy playing rough or something? I don’t want to burst your bubble, but it’s 
not something I enjoy doing. It’s also quite dangerous as well. You don’t want to hurt your 
friends, do you?” Leonard had turned away from the fox after he had released him, but he 
partially turned back around to address the last sentence Lars said, “Who the fuck said we were 
friends?” The fox understood that the conversation was not the most productive in the world, but 
he replied in a way that still communicated his point, “Nobody, but I’m not sure how many 
people attempt to choke a man within minutes of meeting him. Most people would take that as a 
gesture of hostility. Is this your way of making friends or something?” Leonard was beginning to 


wonder why Lars was different from other people he had met in the past, but instead of 


answering the fox’s question, the wolf asked a question of his own, “What did you make of it?” 
The fox gave his answer, “Hostility, but I’m willing to turn the other cheek.” The wolf was 
dumbfounded. He did not know why the fox reacted in the way he did. 

Before their conversation could continue, Mr. Cox called out to the group from afar, 
“Alright, guys! I’m coming back! We’re gonna tour the school now!” Leonard turned to face the 
source of the voice, and Lars looked at the incoming anthro as well. The wolf spoke aloud, “And 
this fuckin’ cunt really pisses me off.” Lars was optimistic, “He’s just doing the best he can. If it 
wasn’t for him, would we really even have a Furryton Academy?” Leonard scoffed, “Pfft. Prolly 
be better off without him. He can go fuck himself for all I care.” Lars spoke to the wolf again, 
“You’ve only known him for as long as you’ve known me. How can you be so sure of that?” 
Leonard neglected to answer the fox; he just stood in silence. Mr. Cox was now close enough to 
the group, though the other three anthros were scattered about. The maned wolf called out to the 
anthros who were not in the group, “Guys! I’m back! Come on over!” 

Jothie was the first to return to the group, still presenting little care for the situation. Mr. 
Cox did still make a vain attempt to talk with the red fox, “See anything interesting out there or 
something?” The maned wolf finally decided that he would not get anywhere talking to Jothie, so 
he looked over to Lars. After all, the cross fox was at least willing to speak earlier, “So, uhh... 
Do you not wear shoes or something?” Lars was not looking at Mr. Cox, but when he heard the 
mention of an anthro not wearing shoes, he realized that somebody was talking to him. The cross 
fox turned around and replied to the maned wolf once he had the question processed in his head, 
“Oh, yeah. I don’t. My parents don’t wear shoes either. Is that an issue around here or 
something?” Mr. Cox shook his head, ““No, no, it’s not. I was just curious.” Lars nodded, 


“Gotcha.” 


After the brief conversation between Lars and Mr. Cox concluded, Lewis and Robby had 
returned to the group. With all of the anthros reunited with one another, Mr. Cox performed a 
visual headcount while quietly speaking aloud, “Ah, they’re all back. Alright... Let’s see if we 
have everybody. Damn. How many of them were we supposed to have again? Agh... Uhh... We 
had an uhh... What was it? I just put those two sheets in the office -- I shouldn’t be forgetting 
this stuff already. Shit... We had three? No, that can’t be right. We had two foxes. One was red, 
and one was the mixed guy. The wolf is still here, so that’s good. We also have that coyote. 
Yeah, I’m not gonna say he’s a deer. That’d be stupid. And then we have that cat? Yeah, he’s 
still here. Hmm... Welp, it looks like that’s everybody. Better give ‘em the tour and stuff.” Once 
Mr. Cox finished speaking to himself, he addressed the group, “Okay guys. We’re all ready and 
stuff, right? Yeah?” Lars was the only one who replied to the maned wolf, “I’m ready.” Even 
though the rest of the group remained silent, Mr. Cox decided to accept the fox’s answer as the 
group’s answer, though his ineloquent way of speaking made the situation all the more awkward, 
“Good. Well, then let’s get going and stuff!” 

Mr. Cox motioned for the group to follow him as he started walking. The maned wolf 
began to speak as the group followed, “Alright, so. This is Furryton Academy. Yeah, from what I 
heard, it’s called that because it was a school made for anthros. Y’know? A ton of furries go to 
Furryton Academy? That’s what they told you guys too, right? Right? R-right? Yeah? No? 
Damn... Agh... Anyways, they say that they built this school a good while ago, and it was made 
to be a bit of a more cost-effective option for people. It’s kinda like a trade school mixed with a 
community college and a university. Something like that. I dunno. Yeah, but then they say that 
they started showing up, and now we’re struggling to keep this place running and stuff. I can’t 


even begin to tell you how much of this square of a campus desperately needs to be fixed up. We 


don’t even have money or anything to fix it up with, so I guess if you guys want to pitch in, we’ll 
give you credit for helping us. That should give you guys plenty of credit, but I don’t know how 
long it would take to get stuff done. As you’ve probably noticed, we’re kinda short on people. 
We also can’t really do anything if they keep coming to attack us.” Leonard was becoming 
curious, “Who the fuck are you talking about?” Mr. Cox ignored the wolf’s vulgarity, and he 
replied with what he had been told, “7hey are a bunch of humans. They don’t like us.” The wolf 
assumed that Mr. Cox was talking about a group of human protestors, “Doesn’t seem so bad.” 
Mr. Cox took a deep breath, “Well... You just haven’t seen them yet.” 

When the group finally reached one of the school’s entrance points, Mr. Cox took a look 
at his watch and said, “Well... Looks like it’s about lunchtime and stuff. Who’s hungry?” 
Leonard did not really realize it before, but he was starting to feel hungry. The wolf replied, “I 
could use some food, I guess.” The maned wolf began leading the group in the direction of the 
school’s cafeteria, “Yeah? Well how about we stop by our cafeteria. Have you guys met our 
chef?” Nobody initially answered Mr. Cox, but Lars spoke up in order to give the maned wolf 
some sort of response, “I don’t believe so.” The group stayed close behind Mr. Cox as he led the 
students through the halls. Furryton Academy was constructed in a unique way: The entire 
campus was practically one giant square with the center of the square being the courtyard. In a 
way, Furryton Academy looked as if it was the square version of Apple’s Apple Park. The school 
itself was fairly large, and with the dorm rooms away from the campus building itself, there was 
definitely plenty of room for Furryton to house students as well as to have classes. The large 
square building was five stories tall, after all. However, Leonard had already seen plenty of holes 
in the wall and debris lying about. The wolf was beginning to wonder what in the world was 


happening at the school, but he initially assumed that there was simply not enough money to 


spend on renovating the school. However, Leonard then began to wonder as to how the holes 
originated in the first place; some of the holes looked as if they were made by the means of 
explosives or even gunfire. 

The wolf questioned Mr. Cox the next time they passed one of the many holes, ““What’s 
with all of the holes? What happened?” The maned wolf replied to the gray wolf, “They did it. 
We just can’t fix it all up yet. Besides, whenever we try and fix it up, they just come on back and 
knock it down again and stuff.” Leonard was not convinced by Mr. Cox, but none of the students 
in the group provided a second opinion. The wolf sighed. He would have to just deal with the 
school looking run down and tattered. Looking on the floor, there was some debris that looked 
like little concrete bits scattered about. Leonard was not concerned with the debris himself since 
he wore shoes, but he looked to his right and saw that Lars was still walking over the debris as if 
it was not an issue for him. The wolf was surprised, and he spoke to the cross fox, “Shit. You can 
walk on this stuff?” Lars looked to his left, and he saw that Leonard was looking at him. The 
cross fox replied, “Yeah. Like I said, anthros don’t really need to wear shoes. It doesn’t hurt me 
to walk on this stuff.” 

Silence fell upon the group once more, and they spent a good deal of time walking to the 
cafeteria. Leonard was surprised as to how large the school felt now that he was walking inside 
of it. Seeing it from the middle of the inside courtyard simply could not do it justice. Many of the 
rooms the wolf passed looked as if they were empty, and there was still plenty of visible damage 
to the building. In some areas, the lights were not even functioning. The wolf was beginning to 
wonder if they would see anybody else at all within the school, but Leonard simply did not see 
anything. The school practically looked as if it was abandoned. It was truly an eerie feeling, but 


nobody decided to comment on it. The walls lacked decoration as well, but it was not like they 


would even need to be decorated in the first place. After all, in areas where the lights were not 
functioning, plenty of small holes in the wall let in enough sunlight to illuminate the halls. 
Leonard could already tell that the school’s budget was pretty low, but he was blown away by 
just how dilapidated it looked. The wolf had never seen anything of the sort before. Even his 
living conditions back at his house were thousands of times better than the school’s physical 
condition. 

Finally, the group entered the cafeteria; one of the more well-maintained parts of the 
school. The difference was practically night and day, and it was clear to the group that some 
areas of the school received more attention than others. The cafeteria was empty, but Mr. Cox 
called out to somebody who was in the kitchen, “Hey, Chef Mike! Can you get the six of us 
some food or something?” Within seconds, a raccoon dog emerged from the kitchen and said, 
“Sure thing, sure thing. What’ll it be?” Mr. Cox replied, “Uhhh... Whatever’s convenient, I 
guess.” The racoon dog paused before looking at the group and saying, “Oh, hah. I haven’t 
introduced myself to you guys yet. My name’s Chef Mike Rowave, but you can just call me Chef 
Mike. I’m the chef here at Furryton.” Leonard raised an eyebrow when Chef Mike mentioned his 
name, but he thought that he was just hearing things. Lars returned a smile and waved to the 
raccoon dog, but other than this gesture, nobody had anything to say to the raccoon dog. Chef 
Mike scratched the back of his head and said, ““Welp. How about I just get on with it? You guys 
are pretty hungry. Right?” Nobody had anything to say. The raccoon dog finally nodded after the 
silence and moved back into the kitchen. Chef Mike opened up a freezer, and he took a box of 
frozen chicken nuggets before opening it up and dumping all of them into a bowl and placing it 


into the microwave. The raccoon dog chuckled as he pressed a few buttons on the microwave to 


get it started, “Heh... They don’t call me Mike Rowave for nothin’.” Leonard shook his head as 


he realized that he was not just hearing things. This was his life now. 


Chapter 3 


First Day 


Leonard looked down at a piece of paper he held in his hand to make sure that he was 
going to the right classroom. The wolf was still confused by the unusual layout of Furryton 
Academy, but he believed that he was still going in the right direction. On the paper, Leonard 
wrote down the number of the class he was going to, the room number, and the time class was 
supposed to start. The wolf did not bother to go and search for the classroom ahead of time, but 
he was beginning to wish that he did. He had been wandering around the school for about thirty 
minutes at this point, and he passed plenty of empty classrooms; some of which appeared to have 
been destroyed. Though Leonard was not sure whether the classrooms were destroyed by some 
sort of violent action or lack of upkeep, he did not bother to stop and investigate. Not only did he 
not really care about the state of the school itself, he also knew that he did not have time to stop 
and look around even if he was interested. 

Taking another look at the piece of paper, Leonard read the class number to himself, 
‘OMF19-50. What type of class is that even supposed to be?’ Leonard did not even know what 
classes he would be taking until he was given a piece of paper which had his schedule printed on 
it. For some reason, the schedule only had the single class listed on it, but the wolf figured that 


he would probably figure it all out when he actually arrived at class. Either that, or he really did 


have only one class. Though Leonard was not complaining that he appeared to only have one 
class, he was not sure what the subject was. Besides, he had not seen anybody else in the halls 
that morning. He did not see any other students roaming the halls, and he did not see any school 
faculty that were either teachers or maintenance workers. Finally, Leonard saw what he believed 
to be the classroom that he was supposed to be going to. The wolf sighed as he approached the 
door and opened it; he was wishing that he would get lost and not have to attend class. 

When Leonard entered the classroom, he saw that the very same people he saw at 
orientation were attending the class with him. Already quite disappointed, Leonard let out an 
audible grumble and took a seat that was far enough away from his other four classmates. The 
wolf sat down, and he took a look around to see what his classmates were doing: Jothie had a 
headset on and was listening to a rather oversized radio which he had in a backpack on his desk; 
Robby was using his phone, but the cat’s facial expression suggested that he was frustrated for 
some reason; Lars was lying back with his furry feet propped up and crossed on a desk he had 
moved closer to himself to use as a footstool; and Lewis was fiddling with the fake antlers on his 
head. Leonard looked back over to Jothie, and he studied the strange radio that was on his desk. 
The wolf had never seen a radio of the sort before, and it almost looked as if it was a military 
radio that one would carry inside of a backpack. Nevertheless, the radio was indeed carried in a 
large radio pack, but Leonard had no idea what Jothie was listening to on it. The wolf could not 
really fathom that Jothie lugged the massive radio around with him just to listen to music or a 
regular radio station. 

Before the wolf had a chance to make any other observations, an anthro who the wolf 
believed to be the instructor wandered into the classroom. The instructor, a white tiger, wore a 


white dress shirt, black dress pants, black shoes, and he carried a book with him. The tiger 


moved to the front of the classroom, but his presence only caught the attention of both Leonard 
and Lars. Though Jothie watched the tiger enter the classroom, he did not bother to remove the 
headset from his ears. The tiger finally arrived at the front of the room, and he turned around to 
see the five students who were attending the class. Leonard was expecting more people to be in 
the class with him, but he did remind himself of the school’s dubious reputation and dilapidated 
campus. Other students had plenty of other options which they would greatly benefit from if they 
wanted a quality education. The tiger cleared his throat and began to speak, “Ahem. Alright 
class. My name is Bill Den, and I am supposed to be your instructor. Just call me Mr. Den if you 
need my attention, yeah? OK so for right now, we will be making guns, ‘cause trust me, we’re 
definitely gonna need them. They could be here at any time.” 

Leonard was prepared to just not pay any attention to the instructor, but when he heard 
the tiger say his final two sentences, he blinked a couple times and wondered if he really heard 
what he thought he heard. Before the wolf could vocalize his confused concerns, Mr. Den spoke 
again, but this time, he had a clear inflection of urgency in his voice, “So, right now, we’re going 
to be making ourselves FGC-9s with the 3D printers we have in here. I don’t reckon you guys 
have built guns before, but the FGC-9 shouldn’t be too hard to put together. By the way, if you 
make it out of here with an FGC-9 that you make, you get to keep it, so that’s something good 
for everyone. Isn’t it?” Leonard looked around in the classroom to see how the other students 
were reacting; perhaps he was either hallucinating, dreaming, or just imagining things. When the 
wolf turned around, he saw Jothie stand up and proceed to exit the classroom after strapping the 
radio pack to his back. The noise of the red fox leaving did attract the attention of Mr. Den, but 


the tiger did not bother to say anything to Jothie on his way out. 


Mr. Den continued as he opened up a laptop that was stored within the desk at the front 
of the room, “Today shouldn’t be that hard, provided we don’t get interrupted. We just need to 
send all of the print jobs to the 3D printers, and I’m already starting those with my computer 
over here. We don’t have any school computers in this classroom. If they show up... We’ll do 
something about it.” The room fell silent until the silence was broken by the sound of a few 3D 
printers at the back of the classroom starting up. Mr. Den looked up from his computer screen to 
view the printers until he was confident that they were working properly. After the tiger saw that 
the printers were printing as they should, he spoke to the class again, “While that’s going on. I 
guess I'll tell you about what we’re making. The FGC-9 Mark 2 is a semi automatic firearm 
chambered in the common 9x19mm NATO round. The FGC-9 itself originated in Europe when 
it was designed as a way for one to construct a firearm using nothing but a 3D printer and 
readily-available parts that you’d be able to find at a hardware store. The design itself is a bit old 
at this point, but a gun’s still a gun. Now, though we can print parts such as the receiver and 
furniture, we are still going to have to machine our own barrels. I’ll teach you guys how to do 
that when we get to that point. The process isn’t too complicated, it’s called --” 

Mr. Den was interrupted by a loud noise rapidly approaching from outside of the 
building. The tiger immediately went to the nearest window, and he could see a flight of ten MH- 
47Gs closing in on the school. The tiger shook his head and exclaimed his astonishment, “Shit! 


”? 


They’re already here!” Mr. Den turned around to face the four students in the classroom, “We 


”? 


need to get to the armory before they land. Come on!” Lars was the first to stand up from his 
seat, and Robby was the second to stand. Lewis was still fiddling with his fake deer antlers and 


hooves he had over his hands, but he stood up as well. Leonard was the last to stand up; he was 


still confused by what was going on. Part of him was not even sure if what he was experiencing 


was really happening. The wolf had plenty of questions in his head which needed to be 
answered, but he decided to just question the most recent thing that the tiger said, “Armory?” 
Mr. Den interpreted Leonard’s question in a different way than the wolf had in mind, “Yes, the 
armory. It’s this way. Let’s hurry!” Though Leonard was quite reluctant to follow the tiger, he 
was not prepared to meet whomever was onboard the helicopter flight. The wolf gathered 
himself and exited the classroom with Mr. Den. 

The group hurried along, and the sound of helicopter rotors started becoming more and 
more audible. Though Leonard was expecting the path to the armory to be a long and winding 
one, it actually did not take too long for the group to arrive at the armory. The armory itself 
looked just like any other room in the school, and the door to the armory was nothing special. 
The door was only locked with the same sort of key that one would lock any regular door with, 
and the door was not reinforced with any sort of extra security measure. Once Mr. Den opened 
the door to the armory, the five anthros entered, and the tiger said, “Pick any gun you want. 
Make sure you’ve got one you’re satisfied with because if you want another one, you’re either 
gonna have to pick one up from off the ground or come back here.” The shelves were stocked 
full of various weaponry that Leonard was entirely unfamiliar with. The wolf had never even 
held a weapon before, let alone used one, so he did not even know where to begin. While 
Leonard was standing still and unaware of what to do, Lars walked past the wolf and went over 
to the gun rack. The fox picked up a generic AR-15 from the rack, and he placed his left thumb 
on the bottom of the bolt catch paddle before pulling the charging handle back and locking the 
bolt back. Leonard watched with amazement as the fox handled the weapon; Lars undoubtedly 


had experience with firearms. 


With the bolt locked back to the rear of the weapon, Lars looked inside of the AR-15’s 
chamber before pressing the bolt catch paddle and dropping the bolt back into battery. Leonard 
was still mesmerized: He never would have expected somebody who looked like Lars to be able 
to handle weapons in such a competent manner. The fox pointed the weapon in a safe direction, 
pulled the trigger to drop the hammer, and once the weapon was inert again, he placed it back on 
the rack to grab another weapon. Lars walked by a few weapons, but he finally stopped by 
another weapon he recognized. The fox pulled out an ArmaLite AR-18 from the rack, and like 
the previous weapon the fox handled, it had no magazine inserted into it. Lars pulled the AR- 
18’s charging handle back, but because the AR-18 did not have a bolt catch paddle, he was 
unable to lock it back without the magazine inserted. Instead, the fox simply held the charging 
handle back as he looked into the weapon’s chamber. Lars gave a confident nod to the weapon’s 
chamber once he looked inside of it, and he released the charging handle which dropped the bolt 
back into battery. 

Lars looked up at the wolf, who was still unarmed and staring at him, and the fox 
questioned the wolf, “Don’t know what to use?” Leonard shook his head, “‘No. I don’t.” Lars 
glanced at the racks of assorted firearms on the wall. Surely there had to have been at least 
something for the wolf to use. The fox looked back at the wolf, “Have you ever used any of these 
before?” Leonard shook his head again, but his response did not communicate the fact that he 
had never even held any firearm before, “Nope.” Before anything else could be said, Mr. Den 
grabbed a Panzer Arms BP-12 from the rack as well as a good handful of 12-gauge shells. The 
tiger looked over at the group, Lars was the only one who had grabbed a firearm. Mr. Den knew 
that he did not have any time to teach anybody how to use a gun, so he grabbed a couple drum 


magazines and began to load them while walking out of the armory, “I hope you guys know how 


to shoot a gun.” With his parting words, the tiger left the group of four alone in the armory. Lars 
grabbed a STANAG magazine from a plastic bin and started to load 5.56x45mm rounds into it. 

As the fox started loading a magazine, he looked over to the group and made an 
announcement, “Does anybody else know how to use a gun?” The three remaining group 
members said nothing, but Robby stepped forward after a second, “I’ve shot a gun with my dad 
before.” Lars briefly looked up at the cat as he loaded more rounds into his magazine, “Can you 
pick out the model you used from the rack?” Robby looked up at all of the guns held on the rack, 
but he was unable to recognize the gun which he had used. The cat then said, “I don’t know what 
it was. It’s been years.” Lars looked over at the final group member, Lewis, but he noticed the 
fake hooves the coyote wore over his hands, “Lewis. Get those faux hooves off of your hands. 
You're not going to be able to fight back with them on.” Unfortunately, Lewis did not respond 
well to the fox’s words, “Hey, fuck you, deerphobe! I’m a deer! Deer don’t have hands; they 
have hooves!” 

The fox did not bother bantering with the coyote. Instead, he laid out the situation 
verbally to himself, “Ten Chinooks. They can hold about forty personnel in each helicopter. That 
means we can expect about four hundred hostiles. No enemy ground vehicles... We don’t know 
their defensive capabilities.” Nobody had anything to say to the fox as he tried to choose the best 
possible weapons to arm his fellow classmates. After Lars loaded a few more STANAG 
magazines, he stowed away his AR-18 by propping it up against the wall and looked at the rack 
of firearms. The fox picked out a Century Arms VSKA outfitted with polymer furniture and 
handed it to Leonard, the anthro who was standing the closest to him. The wolf received the 
Kalashnikov-patterned rifle, but it was clear that he did not know how to even hold the weapon. 


Leonard started to mumble, but his speech was coherent enough to be understood by the fox, 


“What? Huh? W-what’s this?” Lars spoke to the wolf as he went to fetch a magazine that would 
accept 7.62x39mm rounds, “That’s an AK-pattern rifle. It’s easy enough to use, and it'll 
hopefully rip through enemy Kevlar armor, provided that they’re not wearing Level II or Level 
IV plates in their carriers, that is, though many carriers aren’t even made out of Kevlar to begin 
with..” Leonard did not understand a single thing the fox said, “What the fuck are you on about?” 

Before anything else could be said, the sound of gunshots emanating from multiple 
firearms were heard on a different floor of the building, but they ceased shortly after. Lars was 
keen to recognize the sounds of gunfire, “Yeah, that’s the sound of automatic fire. I’m pretty 
sure I heard something chambered in a handgun cartridge. Those didn’t sound like rifles. They’re 
probably either SMGs or machine pistols. The sound of a shotgun was there as well... I think 
that was our teacher. I don’t think he made it.” When the gunfire ceased along with the fox’s 
voice, the room fell silent, but some distant footsteps were heard. Lars knew that he would not be 
able to give his classmates a crash course on firearm handling before the hostiles would arrive, 
but he did give them at least one task they would likely be able to accomplish. Grabbing a 
Kalashnikov magazine, the fox held it up and presented it to the group, “I want you guys to find 
these. They’re called magazines, not clips, and they have a distinct curve to them. Fill them up 
with ammunition from the 7.62x39mm boxes.” Lars stepped aside and dragged a marked box of 
7.62x39mm rounds out from underneath a smaller box of ammunition. Lars opened the box and 
gestured towards the box, “Right here. Put this ammunition into the magazines. They have steel 
cases instead of brass. In simple terms: Use the silver bullets, not the gold ones.” 

The fox was not sure if his classmates understood him, but he grabbed an empty 
Kalashnikov magazine and began to load a few rounds into it for demonstration purposes, “Just 


fill these up until you can’t fit anything more in there. I would stay here longer, but this is not a 


place I wanna be when they get here. The hallway has multiple ways in, but we only have one 
way out. If they get here, we'll be pinned with no way out. I’ll buy you guys some time.” Lars 
placed the partially-loaded magazine on a table within the armory, and he went back to where he 
had his AR-18. The fox picked up four of the STANAG magazines he had loaded, and he put 
them in his waistband; he did not have any pockets to hold his magazines. The fox finally picked 
up the fifth magazine and inserted it into his AR-18 before pulling the charging handle to 
chamber a round. After making sure the rifle’s selector switch was set to safe, he exited the 
armory while giving his parting words to the remaining three anthros, “Ill be back if God wills 
it.” Lars was not too happy about leaving his classmates alone, but he knew that if he did not go 
himself, then the hostiles would certainly overrun the armory and kill all of them. 

With the fox gone and the armory door closed, Leonard was the first to speak, still 
holding the empty VSKA in his hands, “What the fuck?!” The wolf looked over to the other two 
people in the armory with him, but they did not do much. Lewis simply stood by and stared at his 
hooved hands, and Robby took a step back before taking out his phone and saying, “Huh... No 
signal in here either. Damn. I haven’t had a signal since I got here. I thought it was just the room 
we were in earlier, but this shit ain’t fuckin’ working anywhere.” The cat looked over to the 
door, and he stared at it before speaking, “I wanna say it’d be better out there, but I don’t really 
feel like going out there. Maybe they’Il go and hunt down the fox before they bother us. They 
shouldn’t know we're here.” Leonard looked over to the partially-filled magazine which still sat 
on top of a nearby table, “We should prolly fill this up. What if the cunts get in here?” Both 
Robby and Lewis seemed rather disinterested in preparing themselves against the enemies 
moving through Furryton Academy. Leonard noticed that his two remaining classmates were not 


doing anything to help the situation, “Dammit! The fuck are you dumb cunts doing? You wanna 


die here or not?!” Robby looked at the weapons on the gun racks, and he picked out a few empty 
weapons before settling on an Accuracy International Arctic Warfare Magnum. The cat nodded 
at the rifle as he held it by the barrel and said, “I think this one’ll fuck ‘em up real good.” 
Leonard had already begun the process of filling up the Kalashnikov magazine, but he looked 
over at Robby as he heard the cat speak. The wolf watched as the cat walked right by him 
carrying the bolt-action sniper rifle by the barrel, and it was clear that the cat was not looking to 
use the weapon as it was intended, “The fuck are you doing?” Robby did not stop to answer the 
wolf; he spoke as he walked right out of the armory carrying the empty rifle by the barrel, 
“Gonna fuck up whoever’s here with us.” 

Leonard tried to call out to the cat, but Robby had already exited the armory, “Wait, shit 
cunt! Come back here! Where the fuck are you going?!” The wolf shook his head in disbelief. He 
did not want to fight this battle all by himself, but all of his classmates were either gone or not 
bothering to help. The last anthro who remained in the armory was Lewis, and the coyote was 
just standing and blankly staring. Leonard waved his free hand to try and get the coyote’s 
attention, “Aye! Over here you fucking drongo! You gonna fucking do something, or are you 
gonna do fuck all?” Lewis’ eyes trailed over to Leonard, but the coyote did not say anything to 
his classmate. Leonard, with his frustration reaching its boiling point, stood up, dropped his 
magazine, and yanked the fake antlers off of the coyote’s head, “You fucking dumb cunt! Piece 
of shit! You’re not a fucking deer!” The wolf’s actions finally provoked a response from Lewis, 
“You bigoted racist, ableist deerphobe! Fuck you asshole!” Leonard responded to the coyote’s 
protests by slapping him on the side of his face, ““Wake the fuck up, bitch! Do you wanna die 
here?” Upon being slapped, the coyote began to fight back against the wolf, but it was a bit hard 


for him to engage in hand-to-hand combat with a pair of Hoofy Fake Hooves over your hands. 


Though Leonard really wanted to tear the fake hooves from the coyote’s hands, he knew 
that they were severely handicapping Lewis’ ability to fight back. The wolf had the coyote on the 
ground, and he continued to pummel Lewis using his fists. On top of the fact that the coyote had 
fake hooves covering his hands, he was also a fair bit less massive than the wolf in terms of both 
height and weight. The odds were stacked against Lewis, but he still held fast to his perceived 
sense of being a deer: With every chance that the coyote got, he proclaimed his feelings for the 
species he was not, “I’m a deer, asshole!” Leonard only responded by whacking the coyote on 
the forehead with the stock of the Century Arms VSKA, and Lewis was finally knocked 
unconscious. After the violent beating, Leonard took a few steps back and looked at the bloodied 
coyote who laid on the floor in the middle of the armory. The wolf looked at his own hands, and 
he could see that they had blood on them, but the blood did not belong to him. 

Leonard finally noticed that his breathing was very labored, and he knew that he had to 
calm himself down. The wolf was still enraged by the whole ordeal, but he no longer had a 
conscious person to take his anger out on. Nevertheless, Leonard delivered a kick into the torso 
of the unconscious coyote, “Fuck you, dumb cunt!” Since Lewis was still unconscious, he did 
not react to the wolf’s actions, nor did he hear the wolf’s words. Leonard picked up the VSKA 
from off the ground, and he looked at the blood which was on the black polymer buttstock. The 
wolf vocalized his astonishment by his own actions combined with his resentment for Lewis, 
“Fuckin’ hell... Dammit...” Leonard looked at the rifle, and he knew that he still needed to fill 
up some magazines to be able to fight the attackers. The wolf sat the rifle up on the table he had 
left the magazine on, and he picked up the partially-filled magazine to continue filling it up. 
Looking back down at the coyote, Leonard was beginning to wish that he did not deliver his 


beating, but at the same time, the wolf believed that Lewis deserved the harm he received. 


Lars knelt down at a corner of a hallway, and he briefly peeked into the hall itself to see if 
he had finally encountered the mysterious attackers. The fox did not see anybody within the hall, 
so he stood back up, held his AR-18 in the high ready position, and he slowly proceeded down 
the hallway while taking light footsteps. As Lars moved down the hall, he was beginning to be 
glad that he was not wearing any shoes; he was barely making any sound as he slowly crept 
down the empty hall. All anthros had padding on their toes and the balls of their feet, and Lars 
was using the padding to his advantage to dampen his footsteps while maintaining his grip on the 
floor. The fox was careful to pass by any sort of intersecting doorway: He would clear each room 
before going back down the hall. Lars encountered another open doorway in the middle of the 
hall. The fox stood next to the doorway with his weapon still in the high ready position, and he 
listened for noise coming from the inside of the room. After not hearing any sort of sound, Lars 
quickly rushed into the room itself and brought his weapon’s sights to his right eye to aim. The 
fox encountered nobody in the room, and once he was confident that he had cleared the empty 
classroom well enough, he took a sigh of relief and turned around to go back into the hallway. 

Lars stopped before he could reenter the hallway again; he believed that he had heard 
some movement. The fox stood within the empty classroom still, and he knelt down again to give 
himself a more stable shooting stance as well as to make it so that his enemies would have to 
lower their weapons in order to shoot him. Lars controlled his breathing to make as little noise as 
possible, and he listened for the footsteps that were approaching his location. The fox heard 
footsteps that indicated a sizable number of people, and he knew that his three classmates would 
not be able to make such noise from their footsteps. Lars, now realizing that a concerning 
number of hostiles were now converging on his location, scooted backwards on his knees to get 


away from the doorway; he did not want to be spotted. After the fox figured that he was a fair 


distance away from the doorway itself, he moved from a kneeling position to a prone position 
and moved at an angle as to move out of the main line of sight of the doorway. The fox wanted 
enough of a sightline to be able to see who he was going up against, but he did not want to be 
spotted by his adversaries. Lars was finally in a position he believed to be sufficient, and he 
maintained his prone position while shouldering his AR-18 just in case he needed to use it. The 
fox also disabled the weapon’s safety and moved the selector switch to the fully-automatic 
position. He did not want to be caught with the semi-automatic fire mode in a situation where he 
would be swarmed. 

The footsteps were now passing by Lars on his left, and he paid close attention to what he 
could see in the doorway. The fox finally caught a good look at his adversaries: What appeared 
to be humans passed by the doorway, all wielding Heckler & Koch MP5s. The hostiles wore 
Nomex gray flight suits and black Gentex Combat Vehicle Crewman helmets. They wore black 
Safe Life Concealable Carriers on top of their flight suits, and on top of the armor carriers, they 
wore Blackhawk! Omega Elite Tactical Vests. One of the hostiles turned his head in a direction 
which allowed for Lars to see that they all wore black Nomex balaclavas and matching Revision 
Desert Locust Goggles. The goggles were tinted, so Lars was unable to see where the operative 
was exactly looking, but he was glad that he was not caught. The fox looked at the rest of what 
the enemies were wearing: They wore green Nomex flight gloves, black Bates boots, and they all 
wore Blackhawk! rappelling harnesses. On the operatives’ tactical belts, they had holstered 
Glock 17s on their right hips, Blackhawk! drop leg gas mask pouches hanging off of their left 
hips, double handgun magazine pouches towards the left side of their belts, and they all carried 
two M84 grenades on the right of their belt. Furthermore, they wore BAO Arbiter shoulder 


protectors and Kevlar forearm guards only on their left arms. 


When the group of twenty operatives all wearing the exact same equipment passed by the 
fox, he waited just a bit longer before slowly standing up and moving to the doorway. The fox 
was surprised that none of the enemies even bothered to stop by and check out the room he was 
in, and Lars was beginning to wonder the true reason as to why they showed up at Furryton 
Academy. After not hearing any more incoming footsteps, the fox slowly inched his way outside 
of the classroom he was hiding in, and he moved out from the empty doorway into the hallway to 
watch the operatives proceed down the hall. None of them even bothered to see if they were 
being flanked, and none of them moved into any of the classrooms in the hall. Lars moved his 
AR-18 into the low ready position, and he relaxed his stance slightly after flipping the rifle’s 
selector back to safe; However, he still wanted to keep his guard up since he did not know if 
there were any more hostile units around. The fox did not even know if the people he was 
looking at were even hostile to begin with. He did hear a bit of gunfire after Mr. Den left the 
armory wielding a shotgun, but he did not know where the tiger’s dead body was. Lars would not 
fire unless he was fired upon first. 

The fox moved over to a window on his left that allowed for him to see the large central 
courtyard of Furryton Academy, and he spotted a whole bunch of operatives all wearing the 
same exact outfits roaming about. Though some of the operatives bunched together into small 
squads, some of them walked alone. All of them were maintaining a perfect shooting stance, and 
Lars was rather surprised as to how long the attackers were holding their stances for. At the same 
time, the fox was also surprised to see how little each of the operatives’ equipment varied: All of 
them wore the exact same equipment in the exact same way with absolutely no variation. They 
all carried the same Heckler & Koch MP5s with absolutely no aftermarket parts affixed to any of 


the weapons, and they had their black-painted M84 grenades carried in the same exact spots on 


their belts. Lars was standing in the middle of the window, but none of the operatives bothered to 
look up to see the fox who would be clearly visible to anybody in the courtyard. The fox was 
beginning to get a little suspicious as to the origins of these mysterious operatives. None of them 
wore any sort of identifying badges or call sign patches, and they did not even have any skin 
visible. Even though they did not have any tails, it was still impossible to tell without a doubt as 
if they were human or anthro. Some anthros did not have tails, but they were rather uncommon 
compared to all of the anthros which did have tails. 

Leonard finally finished loading six magazines for the VSKA. The wolf took five of the 
magazines and stuffed them into the pockets of his pants, but he kept one magazine to put into 
the rifle. Leonard went to insert the magazine into the VSKA, but he was unsuccessful in doing 
so: The wolf was unaware that in order to load a Kalashnikov rifle, one must insert the front of 
the magazine first before ‘rocking it’ backwards into the receiver. Leonard tried once again to 
insert the magazine into the rifle, but when it would not seat in the receiver, the wolf grunted and 
cursed aloud, “Damn that fucking drongo fox. Fucking gave me the wrong fucking clip.” Just as 
the wolf was about to give up, he tried again one last time, but this time, he accidentally inserted 
the front of the magazine into the rifle before unknowingly rocking the magazine back and 
seating it into the receiver. Leonard was not expecting the magazine to have seated in the 
weapon, and when he was about to throw the magazine at the unconscious coyote who was still 
sprawled out on the floor, he found that the magazine was now attached to the VSKA. Still 
speaking to himself, Leonard vocalized his surprise, “Ah, shit. I guess it was the right one after 
all.” 

The wolf raised the rifle, and he tried to get into a comfortable position to hold it in, but 


he still was unfamiliar with how to handle a weapon. Leonard recklessly kept his finger on the 


trigger, but he would not be able to have a negligent discharge since the weapon was still set to 
safe and had no round in the chamber. Now feeling that he was ready to exit the armory, the wolf 
looked down at Lewis, still lying on the ground, and he pointed the rifle’s barrel at the coyote’s 
head. Leonard had his finger on the trigger, and he said, “Good fucking night you shit cunt,” 
before squeezing the trigger. Fortunately for the coyote, nothing happened when the wolf pulled 
the trigger. The weapon’s trigger did not even make a click to indicate that the hammer fell; the 
hammer was never raised to begin with. Leonard did not know why his rifle was not firing, so he 
grunted in frustration, “Damn!” The wolf looked at the rifle he held, but he did not know how to 
operate it. Leonard flipped the rifle over to its side, and he saw what looked to be a handle 
protruding from the right side of the VSKA. At the same time, he looked at the top of the rifle, 
and he saw a button that sat on an angled plane where the receiver met with the rifle's stock. The 
wolf held his thumb in front of the button and asked himself, ‘Is this the safety switch?’ before 
pressing the button and popping the dust cover off. The dust cover fell to the floor, and Leonard 
now looked at the exposed spring and bolt carrier that were now visible to him. The wolf 
fumbled as he bent down to grab the dust cover and put it back on the VSKA. Before Leonard 
popped the cover back on the rifle, he did try and shoot Lewis one more time to see if dropping 
the dust cover made any sort of difference, but the rifle did not do anything. The wolf grunted 


once more, “Dammit!” He still was not ready to fire the weapon. 


Chapter 4 


eXcessive Overt Force 


Leonard reattached the dust cover back on the VSKA, but he remembered that he saw 
something which he had not tried yet: He never pulled the handle on the side of the weapon. The 
wolf held the rifle in his left hand while he pulled the handle back with his right hand; However, 
Leonard did not realize that Kalashnikov-patterned rifles cannot be charged while the selector 
was set to safe. The wolf still attempted to fire at Lewis one more time, but the trigger did not 
even reset to its original position. There was still no round chambered in the weapon as well. The 
wolf cursed once again, but he did not curse as loudly as he previously did, “Damn.” Leonard 
pulled the charging handle again, and he pulled it a few more times before trying to pull the 
trigger. The wolf did not realize that the safety lever was physically blocking the bolt from being 
pulled back to reset the trigger and chamber a round. Leonard’s frustration was building up as he 
kept pulling the charging handle back time and time again, “What the fuck does this do?! 
Dammit!” 

When his frustration reached its peak, the wolf threw the weapon at the armory’s wall 
and accidentally disengaged the safety lever when he did so. When the weapon bounced off of 
the wall, it collided with a nearby table and landed in such a way that the charging handle was 


able to pull back to its fullest extent and chamber a round. Frustrated, Leonard was just about 


prepared to beat up the unconscious coyote some more, but he heard some footsteps from outside 
of the room he was in. The footsteps were coming closer to the wolf’s position, and he wondered 
who was making the noise. The wolf turned towards the closed armory door, but he was not sure 
if the door was locked or not. Leonard stepped up to the door to put his ear to it, but he could 
already hear enough footsteps to indicate that there was more than a small group of people 
outside of the armory. 

Leonard stood in silence, but he was now unable to hear anything from outside of the 
door. At this point, the wolf had been holding his breath, but he exhaled once he only heard the 
sound of silence. Mere seconds after exhaling, the wolf found himself on the ground, and he 
quickly realized that people were breaking into the room he was in: They were a group of 
imposing figures all clad in gray and black tactical gear with their faces obscured and holding 
rather threatening-looking firearms. Leonard scooted backwards on the ground as a single 
operative entered the armory accompanied by two others wearing the exact same equipment. The 
wolf had never seen such equipment before, and he was entirely unfamiliar with even the basics 
of what they were wearing. The lead operative raised his MP5 and aimed it directly at the wolf, 
preparing to fire upon him. Leonard quickly lunged to the side and grabbed the VSKA that was 
on the ground. The wolf aimed the rifle at the operative standing mere feet away from him, and 
he pulled the trigger as a last resort. 

The wolf was not expecting the weapon to fire, but it did fire: The operative was struck in 
the chest by the rifle, and he fell backwards from the force of the round while still holding the 
MPS. The other two operatives did not bother to look down at their fallen comrade, but they 
raised their own submachine guns and aimed them at the wolf, albeit quite slowly compared to 


the first operative. The wolf panicked, and he fired at the other two operatives. Leonard fired 


several shots at his assailants, and he watched as they seemed to easily keel over. The wolf’s ears 
were ringing, his vision was becoming narrow, and he could feel his breathing becoming more 
and more labored as the adrenaline struck him. Leonard’s arms began to shake, and he worked 
on slowly standing up while still keeping the VSKA under control. When the wolf finally stood 
up, he took a few steps forward until he was now standing outside of the armory. 

Though Leonard had exited the armory, he was not out of harm’s way yet: There were 
seven operatives all standing around him, staring at him with their weapons still lowered. All of a 
sudden, they all raised their weapons simultaneously, but they said absolutely nothing to the 
wolf. Leonard spun around in place, initially looking for an escape route, but once he realized 
that he was completely surrounded, he screamed out, “WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU 
PEOPLE?!” As Leonard continued to look around, he spotted a figure turn the corner in the 
distance. The wolf focused on the figure, and he soon came to realize that it was an anthro that 
was approaching. The unidentified anthro raised his left arm and motioned for Leonard to drop to 
the ground. Leonard was initially unsure as to whether or not he wanted to trust the figure, but he 
decided that he had no other option. The wolf quickly dropped both his body and his rifle to the 
ground, and once he did, a hail of gunfire erupted from the figure he saw. As a magazine of 5.56 
was emptied into the operatives, all seven of them collapsed, though none of them made any sort 
of noise. 

Sparks and smoke filled the air, but once it cleared, Leonard looked up to see that his 
rescuer was none other than Lars. The fox outstretched his left hand to the wolf while holding the 
AR-18 in his right hand, but the wolf was in disbelief, “W-What the fuck is happening?!” The 
fox was about to reply to the wolf, but before he could do so, he looked up and saw two more 


operatives step out from a corner. Lars quickly assumed a shooting position, took the safety off 


of his AR-18, and he pulled the trigger. The fox easily dispatched the first operative, but the 
weapon’s magazine was out of ammunition, rendering him unable to eliminate the next 
operative. Lars had a few magazines left in his shorts, but he knew that it would take him less 
time to grab a handgun to engage the last enemy who stood in his way. The fox looked down at 
the ground to see that there was a holstered Glock 17 that one of the incapacitated operatives 
carried, and he immediately dropped to his knees, tossed the AR-18 to the side, unbuckled the 
holster, retrieved the Glock, racked the slide to make sure a round was chambered, and he fired 
four shots at the operative. The operative took three shots to the head while the fourth shot 
missed entirely, and the attacker collapsed while still holding the MP5 outstretched in a shooting 
position. 

“Woah, woah, woah!” Leonard exclaimed as he was unprepared to see the fox react so 
quickly. Lars kept his eyes trained downrange, but once he figured that the coast was clear for 
now, he dropped the Glock’s magazine, locked the slide back manually, grabbed the chambered 
round as it ejected the handgun, and sat the items on the ground in front of him. The fox also 
looked over and retained the live round that ejected from the handgun when he racked it before 
firing. Lars placed the round next to the round which he extracted from the weapon’s chamber 
while unloading it. While still on his knees, the fox looked over to his right to see Leonard was 
still lying on the ground, “Hey, Leonard.” The wolf could not process the situation, “What the 
fuck do you mean hey?! These fuckers were ready to shoot me! Who the fuck are these people?!” 
Lars grabbed the empty AR-18 that was within reach, and he spoke as he worked to reload the 
rifle, “These guys aren’t people.” Leonard squirmed a bit as he still felt the adrenaline 
overwhelming his body, “Aren’t people?! What the fuck are they if they’re not people?!” The 


fox inserted a fresh STANAG magazine into his AR-18 and pulled the charging handle back to 


release the rifle’s bolt before replying to the wolf, “I’m not sure yet, but I know that they’re not 
people. Nobody is that slow to engage a target. They gave us way too much time. Both of us 
should be dead.” 

Leonard was not following the fox’s words, ““What?!” Lars set his AR-18’s selector 
switch to the safe position before setting the weapon back on the ground. The fox got up from his 
knees, and he moved over to one of the incapacitated operatives while Leonard looked on in 
silence. When the fox approached the operative, he got back down on his knees and unbuckled 
the Gentex CVC helmet the operative wore. After taking the helmet off, Lars pulled off the 
balaclava and the results confirmed his suspicions, “Yep. They’re not people.” The wolf was not 
in a position to see what the fox was trying to point out to him, but at the same time, he did not 
make any attempt to actually scoot over and see what Lars was looking at, “What are they?” 
Lars, knowing that the wolf was only able to see his back, scooted over to the side and lifted up 
the body of the deceased humanoid machine he now was able to present to the wolf, “They’re 
machines.” The wolf was in disbelief, “Machines?” The fox nodded, “That’s what they look like 
to me. I’ve never seen anything like this before. However, it would explain as to why they’re so 
slow. I guess their AI is not too advanced yet.” 

Leonard watched as Lars stripped off more of the equipment on the dead machine: The 
fox started by removing the machine’s Nomex flight gloves, and underneath the gloves, Lars 
found hands that looked completely mechanical. Though the machine’s internal components 
were not visible, what was visible was the outside layer of the body: The machines appeared to 
have what looked like skin made of a composite carbon fiber based material, though the 
underlying internal mechanisms were not visible. Lars made another point to the wolf in the 


hopes that Leonard would understand that their attackers were not people, “Look at the ground. 


There’s no blood. These guys don’t bleed.” The wolf looked at the ground, and he saw that he 
was not looking at any blood on the ground. The fox seemed to be correct that their adversaries 
were neither human nor anthro after all. Leonard asked a question which Lars was unable to 
answer, “Why are there robots here looking to kill us?” Lars shook his head, “I dunno, but I 
think these are those attackers the guy from yesterday told us about. These aren’t the only ones, 
though. I saw hundreds of them earlier. We still have a lot of work to do. We shouldn’t stay here 
for long. I dunno if these guys ping their buddies when one of them goes down.” 

Leonard worked on getting up to his feet, but he was still quite shaky. Lars noticed that 
the wolf was having some trouble standing up, and he went over to assist Leonard; However, the 
wolf was not looking to be helped up, “Get the fuck away from me, cunt!” Lars did not force 
himself upon the wolf, and he gave Leonard a few feet of space as he let him stand up by 
himself. Lars turned around to look at the dismantled machines that now laid out on the floor, 
and he approached one of them while still standing up. By the time Leonard got to his feet, the 
wolf saw that the fox was looking at something, so he went over to Lars to see what he was 
looking at. The fox heard Leonard approach him from behind, and he began to speak as he 
gestured towards the downed machines, “Somewhat of an excessive overt force, aren’t they? 
Maybe they’re the experimental operations force. We should give them some sort of name to 
refer to them as. How does XOF sound?” Leonard did not follow the fox’s logic, “XOF? The 
fuck does that stand for?” Lars replied, “It can stand for either eXcessive Overt Force or 
eXperimental Operations Force. Maybe it can stand for both of them.” The wolf was not 
impressed, “Hey dumb cunt, excessive doesn’t start with an X.” The fox perked up a small grin 
before delivering an alternative for the wolf, “Would you rather it be EOF?” The wolf did not 


like the alternative, “Fuck no. That sounds even more retarded.” 


Lars shrugged, “Well then. How about we call them the Zoff?” Leonard was confused yet 
again, “Zoff? How d'ya come up with that?” The fox turned his head to face the wolf, 
“Pronouncing XOF phonetically instead of acronymically. Do you have any better ideas as to 
what to call these guys? I think Zoff is as good as we’re gonna get for now. It’s one syllable, so 
it’s not that hard to say.” The wolf was unable to derive a better name for their machine 
adversaries, “Fuck. I’ve got nothin’. I still think your name sounds fuckin’ retarded as all hell.” 
Lars gave a nod out of affirmation, “Well then. Zoff it is, huh?” Leonard had nothing else to say 
to Lars, so he remained silent. The fox looked around the hall, but he remembered that there 
were two other people in the armory with him when he left, “Say. Where’s Lewis and Robby?” 
Leonard did not want to answer the question; he knew what happened to Lewis, “Erhm... 
Robby’s out somewhere.” Lars noticed that Leonard only answered where Robby was; he still 
needed to know where Lewis was, “And Lewis?” Leonard stood still for a minute while trying to 
come up with a lie to tell the fox. Lying was more of something people expected from foxes, but 
being a wolf, Leonard felt that he would be more likely to be believed. At the same time, the 
wolf would be lying to a fox, and Leonard did not know if foxes were more likely to be able to 
tell if others were lying. Nevertheless, Leonard gave his dishonest answer to Lars, “The Zoff beat 
him up.” 

Lars gave Leonard the benefit of the doubt, but he was not entirely convinced by the 
wolf’s explanation, “What? All of the Zoff units ’ve seen have only used their MP5s, even then, 
they’re very slow to actually open fire. Where is Lewis?” Leonard told a bit of truth to the fox as 
he pointed to the armory that they were standing outside of, but the wolf was not ready to be 
completely honest with Lars, “He’s in the armory. Zoff broke in and kicked his shit in.” Lars 


immediately went into the armory to see whether or not Lewis was alright, “We’d better get in 


there.” Leonard stood a good few feet back from the fox as he watched Lars enter the armory to 
see the fruits of his labor. The wolf did not know how long Lars would believe his lie for, but he 
was not planning on telling the fox what he did to the coyote. Leonard looked back at the ground 
at the dismantled Zoff units, and he could see a few of them lying on their backs while still 
holding their arms out as if they were holding their submachine guns. The wolf was not sure who 
sent these machines to Furryton Academy, but he now knew that he needed a way out of the 
school before they got to him. 

The fox visually examined the bloodied coyote, and he knelt down beside him while 
trying to avoid the blood that had been pooling up around him. Lars looked at his own hands, and 
he felt that it would be a good idea to grab some gloves off of the Zoff before treating Lewis. 
Quickly, Lars stood up and exited the armory, returning to the Zoff unit that he had already 
removed the gloves from. Leonard was curious as to why the fox had left the armory so soon, “Is 
he dead?” The fox knelt down again next to the destroyed Zoff unit, and he grabbed the 
discarded Nomex flight gloves that were on the ground. While Lars put the gloves on, he replied 
to the wolf, “He looks like he’s still alive. He’s breathing from what I can see, but I need to make 
sure I don’t catch any bloodborne sickness that he may have. I need to glove up before rendering 
aid.” Lars became curious after he gloved up, and he began to search through the Zoff’s tactical 
vest and flight suit pockets to see if they were carrying any medical supplies. Lars was not 
expecting the machines to have medical supplies for living beings, and his search confirmed his 
expectation, “Darn. I’m gonna have to strip them down and use their clothes to mop up the 
blood. Since they’re machines, I don’t have to worry about any cross-contamination. I should 
probably ask this as well: How many of them beat Lewis up?” Leonard realized that he had to lie 


once again, “Uhh... I think like two of them.” Lars replied to the wolf as he removed the 


Blackhawk! tactical vest and the underlying slick armor carrier from the Zoff unit, “Wow. Why 
did they leave him unconscious rather than kill him? I don’t think these guys are looking to just 
knock people out. They are carrying MP5s, after all.” Leonard was unable to provide an answer 
to the fox, but he was glad that Lars was still buying his story, “Couldn’t tell ya.” 

It took only a couple minutes for Lars to remove the flight suit from the Zoff unit after 
removing all of the other equipment the robot wore, and with the clothes stripped off from the 
machine, both Lewis and Lars were able to see the underlying combat chassis that the machines 
had: The entire body was covered with skin composed of carbon fiber, and the central joints such 
as the knees and elbows had visible seams where they moved on their mechanical points of 
rotation. On such joints, there was no carbon fiber skin, rather, the joints were plainly seen 
constructed from an unpainted metallic material. The actual composition of the metallic joints 
were unknown, but they were likely stainless steel or titanium alloy of some sort. Since the Zoff 
units were fired upon, there were some visible bullet holes in their carbon fiber skin, but they 
were not large enough to view any internal circuitry or mechanical workings. Lars commented 
on the bullet damage on the combat chassis, “They went down pretty darn quickly. Perhaps these 
models have some critical components in various areas. You’d think the engineers would design 
them to actually withstand gunfire without needing to wear an armor carrier.” 

Leonard did not comment on anything the fox said; he only examined the now 
completely uncovered machine lying on the floor. The carbon fiber skin gave the machine an 
overall dark gray color, and the machine appeared rather featureless. It almost looked like a gray- 
colored crash test dummy that automobile companies would use to conduct safety tests. The 
machines had no faces, and they had no ears as well. There was what looked to be a nose on the 


front of the face, but the small protrusion was likely only present to allow for the Zoff to wear 


things such as goggles and other headborne systems without needing to worry about 
compatibility issues. The machines only had digits on their hands; their feet were completely 
smooth, save for what looked to be a metallic hinge connecting the ball of the foot to the rest of 
the foot. Leonard wondered if they would be able to examine one of these machines in the future 
to see what was really underneath all of the carbon fiber reinforced composite skin. The 
machines did have optical sensors, but the eyes they had were obviously artificial, and they 
looked more like camera lenses than any sort of natural eye. The Zoff’s chassis was clearly 
designed to look like a human rather than an anthro, but there was not much of any reason to 
have them resemble anthros. By having them resemble anthros by including a tail and an anthro 
head, they would be less compatible with most of the tactical gear that was designed for humans. 

Lars dragged the flight suit and Nomex balaclava into the armory with him, “I'll tend to 
Lewis. If any Zoff show up, are you going to be able to fight them off?” Leonard knew that this 
question he would have to answer with a bit more honesty, “I don’t know.” Lars remembered 
that he was the one who had to prevent Leonard from getting shot by the Zoff, “What’s the 
issue?” Leonard replied, “I don’t know how to use the guns.” The fox sat the Nomex gear in the 
armory, and he stepped back out to find the VSKA that was left on the floor. After picking up the 
Kalashnikov rifle, Lars removed the magazine to see if there were any rounds left, and he pulled 
the charging handle back to eject the round that was already in the rifle. The fox caught the 
round as it ejected, and he loaded it back into the partially full magazine before setting the 
VSKA back to safe and inserting the magazine into the weapon. The wolf was amazed how 
easily Lars seemed to operate the rifle, “Is that how you use it?” 

The fox looked Leonard in the eye and nodded before detaching the magazine for the 


purposes of a quick demonstration, “Alright. Lemme give you a crash course on the AK real 


quick: Firstly, insert the magazine into the rifle at an angle. It will only go in if you insert the 
front first and then rock it backwards until it sits in the receiver. You'll see the magazine release 
latch briefly move forwards as you insert it correctly. Next, you have to push this lever 
downwards. This is the safety lever. This is a Century Arms VSKA, so it is only capable of semi- 
automatic fire. The safety needs to be disengaged to be able to load a round into the chamber. 
Once the safety is off, pull this handle as far as it will go; this is called the charging handle. Let 
the charging handle go after it is as far back as it will go. Do not hold onto the handle as it 
returns forward. If you do, the rifle may not successfully chamber a round. At this point, the rifle 
is ready to fire, and all you need to do is just pull the trigger. Do you see what I mean?” 

The wolf looked at the weapon, but his eyes looked back up at the fox’s face with a facial 
expression which communicated both confusion and bewilderment. Lars realized that the wolf 
did not entirely understand what he had told him, “Would you rather be the one who tends to 
Lewis?” Leonard was quick to provide an answer, “Hell the fuck no! That fucking cunt can go 


ad 


fucking die for all I care!” Lars was dissatisfied with Leonard’s answer, ““That’s no way to talk 
about anybody. He may be delusional in thinking he’s a deer, but that doesn’t mean we get to 
just let him die.” The wolf fell silent, and Lars safetied the VSKA before handing it over to 
Leonard, “I hope you have a few extra magazines with you. If you run out, you’re going to have 
to grab either a Glock or an MPS off of the Zoff if none of them come in carrying AKs. The MP5 
is a bit more complicated to operate, and I don’t have time to go over it with you right now. I 
have to go and tend to Lewis.” 

Lars then bent down to retrieve the AR-18 he had left on the floor, “I’Il have a rifle with 


me in there in case they get too close, but I’ll be counting on you to keep Zoff off me while I’m 


rendering aid.” The fox moved back into the armory for the last time, but before he closed the 


door, he asked the wolf a question, “You think you can do it? Can I trust you to keep them off 
me while I render aid?” Leonard was not confident at all in his ability to defend Lars while he 
tended to Lewis, but he did not want to expose his weakness to the fox, “Probably.” Lars could 
hear the lack of confidence in the wolf’s voice, but he knew that he did not have any more time 
to spend trying to tell him how to use the Kalashnikov rifle, “Ill try to work as quickly as I can.” 
Lars closed the armory door, and Leonard realized that he was alone in the hall yet again. 

The wolf raised the VSKA up, and he recklessly kept his finger on the trigger; 
Fortunately, the weapon was still on safe, so the wolf would not have a negligent discharge if he 
were to pull the trigger. Unfortunately, within seconds, several Zoff units emerged from the 
corners of the halls on both sides, and they began proceeding towards Leonard’s position. The 
wolf cursed as he saw the approaching machines, “Dammit! Fuck!” Leonard raised his weapon 
at one of the Zoff units, and without bothering to look down the sights of the weapon, he pulled 
the trigger. The weapon did not fire since it was on safe, but Leonard started to panic; even 
though Lars just showed him how to operate the rifle, he had already forgotten all of the fox’s 
instructions. The wolf tried to pull the charging handle back, thinking he did not have a round 
chambered, but the safety lever still prevented the charging handle from going back all the way. 
Leonard looked at the side of the VSKA while crouching down to try and take cover in vain, and 
he finally located the safety lever. The wolf pushed the lever down, and he took a potshot at one 
of the Zoff units. The weapon did fire, but the Zoff unit was not hit by the rifle. Leonard was also 
not anticipating the recoil of the rifle, and he flinched as he fired. Furthermore, the wolf did not 
properly shoulder the rifle, so the buttstock of the VSKA planted itself directly into the wolf's 


ribcage. 


Leonard grunted in pain from the stock impacting his ribcage, and he almost dropped the 
rifle. However, the pain also made him pull the trigger again, and the rifle fired a round into the 
ground that ricocheted into the ceiling. The Zoff units finally began to fire at the wolf, and 
Leonard panicked as his targets were now firing back at him. The wolf instinctively pulled the 
trigger again, and he finally scored a successful hit on one of the three Zoff units he was looking 
at. The Zoff unit was struck in the left leg, but it still proceeded to walk forward; not even 
acknowledging the fact that it had just been shot by an intermediate cartridge. Fortunately for 
Leonard, the Zoff were poor marksmen, so they were missing all of their shots. Leonard was also 
in the process of scurrying around while trying to avoid all of the incoming fire from both sides, 
but he soon realized that the Zoff units started to fall down despite the fact that he was not 
shooting at them himself. Within a few more seconds, only one remaining Zoff unit was still 
operational, and the remaining machine started to slow its walk cycle before coming to a 
complete stop while in the middle of taking a stride. Leonard’s heart was pumping, his 
adrenaline was flowing, and with a break in the action, the wolf found himself finally able to aim 
his rifle again, even though his arms were shaking quite rapidly from stress. The final Zoff unit 
was now standing completely still, and it seemed completely unresponsive to anything that was 
going on around it. It even had a small plume of smoke start to form from a hole in its torso. 

Leonard took a few shots at the single Zoff unit, but all of his shots missed. The machine 
was only standing about twenty feet from the wolf’s position, but Leonard was unable to land 
any of his shots on it. After taking a few more shots while not even looking down the sights, the 
wolf found that his weapon was no longer able to fire any rounds: When he pulled the trigger, 
there was only an audible click that he could hear. Leonard panicked again, and he pulled the 


charging handle back before pulling the trigger; However, the weapon still refused to fire. The 


wolf pulled the charging handle a few more times hoping that the weapon would decide to work, 
but it still did not fire when he pulled the trigger. After a few seconds, Leonard finally began to 
entertain the idea that maybe he was out of ammunition, and he remembered that he had a few 
extra magazines in his pants pockets. Using his shaky hands, the wolf reached into his pocket 
and produced a full magazine. Leonard, with the full magazine in hand, began to pull at the 
magazine that was already in his weapon, but the magazine did not detach. The wolf cursed 
under his breath, “Motherfucker!” as he tugged away at the unbudging magazine. He was not 
sure how Lars made it look so easy. 

Leonard continued to tug at the magazine while he looked up at the last standing Zoff 
unit that still stood patiently still while waiting to be shot by the wolf. The machine was actually 
inoperable, but it just so happened to be still standing. It, along with all of the other Zoff units 
that went down in this brief engagement, were all destroyed by friendly fire. After a few more 
moments of tugging at the empty magazine, Leonard accidentally hit the magazine release latch, 
and the empty magazine flew downwards towards the ground as the wolf flung it. Leonard could 
feel his heart rapidly beating in his chest, his stress still peaking as he struggled to insert the full 
magazine into the rifle. The wolf ignored the fox’s instructions, and he attempted to simply insert 
the magazine directly into the receiver. The wolf faced the same issue he had faced earlier: The 
magazine did not want to go into the rifle. Becoming frustrated, the wolf used more force in his 
attempts to insert the magazine, but his frustration was not influencing the way the rifle reacted 
to his futile efforts. After a few more seconds of ramming a polymer magazine at a metallic 
receiver, the wolf accidentally rammed the front of the magazine into the receiver before rocking 


it backwards and successfully inserting the magazine into the rifle. 


The wolf ignored the fact that there was no round chambered in the VSKA, and he 
immediately pulled the trigger, but he found that the weapon did not fire. In fact, the weapon did 
not even produce a clicking sound, for the hammer was still down. Leonard pulled the charging 
handle backwards, but he did not pull it far enough to actually chamber a round into the rifle. 
Nevertheless, the wolf tried to pull the trigger again, but the weapon still did not fire. Leonard 
was still quite antsy since the Zoff unit was still standing up, and even though it had been 
completely still for a while, the wolf did not really take a moment to consciously view the 
situation. Still relying on his instincts, Leonard grasped the charging handle, and he pulled it as 
hard as he could. Fortunately, the wolf was actually successful in chambering a round into the 
rifle, and when he pulled the trigger again, the VSKA let out a loud gunshot as it fired. 
Unfortunately for Leonard, his shot completely missed the Zoff unit, and it instead shot out one 
of the windows further down the hall. 

The wolf tried to adjust his aim, even though he used nothing as a reference to gauge 
where he was aiming, and he took another shot at the standing Zoff unit. The second shot missed 
as it impacted a faraway wall, but Leonard still fired at the Zoff unit until it finally collapsed 
under its own weight. Leonard did not see any rounds hit the machine as he finally watched it 
keel over, but he felt as if his actions caused the Zoff unit to finally go out of commission, even 
though it was already out of commission when it initially stalled. Leonard’s breathing was still 
heavily labored, and he suddenly found himself sick to his stomach and vomited on the ground 
as he dropped his own rifle on the floor. The wolf, still feeling nauseous, dropped to his knees 
and began to cough as he vomited once more. He did not want to see any more Zoff units 
approach. In fact, he did not want to stay at Furryton Academy. He just wanted to close his eyes 


and wake up in his home back in Australia. Leonard did close his eyes, and he held them tightly 


closed as he attempted to wake himself up from a dream. However, when the wolf opened his 
eyes, he kept finding himself in the same place surrounded by the destroyed Zoff machines. 


He did not know what he was going to do. 


Chapter 5 


Search and Destroy 


“Leonard, are you alright?!” Lars shouted as he exited the armory and approached the 
wolf who was curled up in a fetal position next to his own vomit. The fox spoke again when 
Leonard still provided no response, “Hey Leonard! Are you okay? Leonard!” The wolf heard the 
fox, but he did not want to say anything. He did not want to be at Furryton; he just wanted to sit 
still until he would wake up somewhere else. Finally, the fox placed his hands on the wolf and 
rolled him on his back while making sure that he did not roll the wolf into the puddle of vomit. 
Leonard did not resist being rolled over, but he did not open his eyes nor acknowledge the fox. 
Nevertheless, the wolf still heard everything the fox was saying, but he was not interested in 
replying. Instead, the wolf only moved his arms in front of his eyes, but when he did so, Lars 
realized that the wolf was just trying to hide himself, though he did not do a very good job of 
hiding, “What are you doing?” Leonard did not reply. Lars looked around the hall, and he could 
see the various inoperable Zoff units lying on the floor; some of them still had their arms held in 
a position as if they were still holding their weapons. 

“Are you hit?” Lars questioned the wolf again, but the fox was beginning to realize that 
he was not going to get a response. The fox’s eyes looked over to study the puddle of vomit that 


was on the floor. Lars slowly looked back at the wolf before speaking again, “Uh, Leonard. Is 


this your vomit?” The wolf refused to answer. The fox stared at the wolf for a few more seconds 
to see if he was going to change his mind and finally say something, but when he did not receive 
any sort of response, he looked around on the floor to see if there was anything else of note. The 
fox remembered hearing some gunfire, but he was not sure how much of it was the Zoff’s and 
how much of it was Leonard’s. However, in the immediate area, Lars located the Century Arms 
VSKA that was on the floor. The fox first visually checked the surroundings to make sure that 
the rifle was not sitting in a puddle of vomit, and after realizing that the area was clean enough, 
he bent over to pick up the rifle. 

With the rifle now in his hands, Lars removed the magazine, and he found that there was 
still ammunition loaded in the rifle. The fox placed the magazine in his waistband and pushed the 
rifle’s stock up against his abdomen. Lars pulled the charging handle back with his left hand and 
used his right hand to scoop up the unspent round as it ejected from the chamber. The fox kept 
the charging handle held backwards with his left hand, and he used a few of his free fingers on 
his right hand to push the fire selector upwards to hold the bolt in the rear position. Thanks to the 
design of the VSKA’s selector lever, one could technically lock the bolt back without needing to 
use a more sophisticated last round bolt hold open system. With the VSKA’s bolt locked back by 
the help of the fire selector’s cutout for the charging handle, Lars effectively rendered the 
weapon safe for the time being. The fox placed the weapon on the ground and loaded the unspent 
cartridge back into the magazine before setting the magazine down on the ground next to the 
empty VSKA. 

After unloading the rifle, the fox turned back towards the wolf, “Leonard. You can’t stay 
there. More Zoff might show up, and we can’t stay here. This is a bad spot to stay, and we’ ll be 


overrun sooner or later. I’ve cleaned up Lewis, and we need to get him out of here. Leonard, we 


need to --” The wolf finally spoke up, interrupting the fox while still holding his arms over his 
eyes, “Get the fuck away from me.” Lars recognized that the wolf was not really in a talking 
mood, but he knew that he could not leave the wolf be, “Leonard, please. I can’t leave you here.” 
The wolf remained in his same position, but he did reply to the fox, “Let me die here.” Lars 
shook his head despite the fact that Leonard was not looking at him, and he spoke to the wolf, “I 
will not do that. I’m going to do everything I can to get you guys out alive.” Upon hearing the 
fox’s words, the wolf’s face grimaced, and his hands balled into fists, “Fuck! Please! Just let me 
fucking die!” Leonard’s pleading did not sway the fox’s intentions, “Leonard, I’m not going to 
let that happen. Can you get up off the floor?” The wolf remained in his position and continued 
to protest, though his speech was now beginning to waver from a few sobs building up, “N-No, 
f-fuck you! Arsehole!” 

Lars knew that Leonard was not planning on moving himself, so Lars grabbed the wolf 
by the shoulders and attempted to scoot him back into the armory with Lewis. Just before Lars 
could move Leonard anywhere, he saw five Zoff units turn the corner and started moving 
towards the two of them. The fox immediately let go of Leonard, hopped over to grab the VSKA, 
loaded the magazine into the rifle, thumbed the safety to drop the bolt, and he opened fire, 
successfully hitting all five of the Zoff units in the head with each of his five shots fired. As the 
rifle fired, Leonard flinched, and he let out a small shriek of terror. With the Zoff units 
destroyed, Lars kept the VSKA loaded, but he was not sure if there were many rounds left in the 
magazine. After engaging the rifle’s safety, the fox sat the rifle down next to Leonard and asked 
the wolf a question, though he was not expecting a response, “Do you have any extra mags?” 


The wolf did not reply, but he was now starting to cry, and tears were visibly rolling down his 


cheeks. Lars looked the wolf over, and he could see that there was something resembling a 
magazine imprinting his pants. 

The fox reached into the wolf’s pockets, and he recovered three magazines loaded with 
7.62x39mm cartridges. Leonard did not resist the fox searching his pockets, and he only 
continued to weep while lying on the floor. Lars stacked the three magazines up and laid them on 
the floor on top of one another; he still had a few STANAG magazines in his own shorts which 
he needed to rid himself of. As the fox removed the STANAG magazines from the waistband of 
his shorts and placed them on the ground, he spoke to the wolf once more to try and see if he 
could reason with him, “Come on Leonard. You can’t do this. You need to get up.” Once again, 
the fox’s pleas fell on deaf ears, and Leonard refused to answer beyond letting out a few sobs. 
With his shorts now empty of the STANAG magazines, Lars prepared to take the Kalashnikov 
magazines and put them in his shorts, but he hesitated as he started to think critically about the 
situation: The fox recalled the Glock 17 he picked up as being effective enough to down a Zoff 
unit with minimal effort, and he figured that he would be best to ditch the rifle in favor of the 
handgun. After all, all of the Zoff units carried Glock 17 magazines, and they even had magazine 
pouches that he would be able to attach to his own belt. Besides, it was quite uncomfortable for 
the fox to have the magazines pressed up against his bare waist by sticking them in his 
waistband. It especially caused him great discomfort when he would kneel or lie down. 

Lars went over to the Zoff unit which he stripped the uniform from, and he quickly 
located the Blackhawk! holster which carried the unit’s Glock 17. The fox removed the Glock 
from the holster, and he dropped the magazine and locked the slide back to remove the round 
from the chamber before dropping the slide and pulling the trigger to render the handgun inert. 


The fox sat the handgun on the ground and inspected the Blackhawk! Omega VI Elite drop leg 


holster: Being a drop leg holster, Lars would be wearing the handgun over his bare leg since his 
shorts did not do too much of a good job of covering his thighs. Nevertheless, Lars was willing 
to still wear the holster if it meant that he would have an easier job carrying around his weapon, 
so the fox worked at putting the holster on. Once the holster was in place and properly fitted 
around the fox’s bare black-furred leg, he reached over to the tactical belt which the Zoff units 
wore, and he unbuckled the MOLLE double pistol magazine pouch from their belts before 
affixing the pouch to his own belt. Lars’ belt which held up his shorts lacked any sort of loops 
for the MOLLE pouch to latch on to, but with the two extra Glock magazines already loaded into 
the pouch, the pouch weighed enough for him to not have to use any sort of belt retention system 
to keep them in place. Nevertheless, Lars still needed to bring more magazines with him, so he 
moved over to find some other destroyed Zoff units that he would be able to take their magazines 
from. The fox got to work and gathered more magazines. 

After a good few minutes, Lars now had a belt full of eight Glock magazines with four 
double magazine pouches alongside his holster and his phone case taking up space on his belt. In 
a way, the fox’s belt looked quite similar to one that a competition pistol shooter would wear, but 
all of the pouches were made out of nylon instead of hard polymer. Lars felt that he was now 
ready to proceed, but he was forgetting the most important feature of his loadout: He needed to 
put a Glock in his holster. The fox walked back over to where he left the Glock 17 he unloaded, 
and he picked it up before loading the full magazine into the handgun. The fox did not rack the 
slide just yet, and he looked around the immediate area to see if he needed anything else. After 
the fox determined that he had everything he would need for the time being, he pulled the slide 
backwards to chamber a round into the Glock, and he carefully slid the handgun into the holster 


and attached the back strap to make sure that it held his pistol securely. Lars was now ready to 


proceed, but he was still wondering as to how he was able to damage the Zoff units by using a 
simple 9x19mm weapon in the first place. 

The fox looked back at the Zoff unit he had stripped for equipment, and he looked over to 
the Blackhawk! tactical vest as well as the slick armor carrier underneath the tactical vest. Lars 
picked up the Safe Life Concealable Carrier and felt the vest inside, but he then realized that the 
vest held no plates. The fox chuckled for a brief second, but he wondered why none of the Zoff 
units would be equipped with plates in their armor carriers. Though Safe Life produced an 
equivalent vest which did offer ballistic protection, the vest which the Zoff wore was apparently 
not even made out of Kevlar. If the vests had been constructed from Kevlar, then they would 
have been able to soak up a few rounds fired from the handgun. Nevertheless, Lars decided that 
he would not complain about his advantage; After all, his enemies would only be easier to 
eliminate since they were not wearing armor to block his shots. When he finished examining the 
armor carrier, Lars stood back up and took one last look at the wolf. The fox knew that he could 
not leave Leonard lying in the middle of the hall, so he once again worked on sliding the sobbing 
wolf back into the armory with Lewis. Lars was a very thin fox, and he used practically all of the 
strength he had to move Leonard back into the armory with Lewis. After a good moment of 
pulling, the fox had finally been able to drag the wolf back into the armory, and he sat him next 
to the coyote who was still unconscious from his injuries, though the blood was all cleaned up. 

While in the armory, Lars spotted his AR-18 lying on the ground, but he did not plan on 
using it. The fox picked the rifle up, ejected the magazine, and he pulled the charging handle 
back to eject the round which was in the chamber. After the rifle was empty, the fox pulled the 
trigger to drop the hammer, pushed the dust cover upwards to close it, and placed the rifle back 


on the ground along with its magazine. Given the things which Leonard said, Lars did not feel 


too comfortable leaving him alone with a loaded weapon. Though he would be leaving him alone 
with plenty of unloaded weapons and the ammunition to load them, the fox did not figure that 
Leonard would know how to operate any of the weapons. Leonard would not be able to shoot 
himself, but he also would not be able to shoot any Zoff units that would intrude in the armory. 
Lars looked at the destroyed Zoff units right outside of the armory, and he came up with an idea. 
Right before the fox exited the armory to see his idea come to life, he looked at Lewis and 
Leonard to make sure that they seemed alright enough for him to leave them both alone for a 
possibly extended period of time. The fox was not sure when he would be coming back, but he 
figured that Lewis would wake up soon enough, albeit with pain emanating from where he was 
injured. He did not know what Leonard would do while he was gone, but he did not believe that 
the wolf would decide to change his mind anytime soon. 

Lars exited the armory, and he closed the door behind him. Since he knew that the Zoff 
were machines, the fox figured that all he needed to do to barricade the door was to just stack 
enough stuff in front of the armory door. The door would not be prevented from opening, but the 
fox figured that the Zoff would likely not understand how to move obstructions out of their way 
in order to access a room. Even if the Zoff units were smart enough to clear simple obstructions 
from a doorway, having stuff in the doorway would still buy Leonard and Lewis some time to 
prepare even in the event that the Zoff were to enter the armory. Lars did not know how their 
pathing software worked, but he figured that it was still worth a shot. The fox started by dragging 
the stripped Zoff unit in front of the doorway, and he placed the body sideways so it would cover 
the entire doorway. Lars knew that the door would still be able to be opened by Lewis and 
Leonard no matter how high he would stack stuff in front of the doorway, but he did not see 


much of a need to gather too much stuff. He already placed a single machine body in the 


doorway, and he believed that it was likely sufficient to throw off the Zoff’s navigation system; 
However, he decided that he might as well stack another Zoff unit in front of the doorway just to 
make intrusion more inconvenient. 

Lars dragged a fully-equipped Zoff unit to the doorway. The equipped unit was a 
considerable degree heavier than the stripped unit, and fox had a hard time dragging the 
machine. Nevertheless, Lars was successful in bringing the unit to the doorway, and he slumped 
it on top of the stripped machine. The fox picked up a discarded Heckler & Koch MP5 from off 
the ground, and he pulled the magazine out to check the amount of ammunition still in the 
weapon. While the magazine was out, the fox pulled the charging handle back and locked it by 
shifting it upwards while the bolt was back. Lars made sure to keep the chambered round in the 
weapon by putting his thumb in the ejection port to keep the round from falling out. After he 
confirmed that the weapon was loaded, he slapped the charging handle to close the bolt, and he 
inserted the magazine back into the submachine gun. The fox checked the weapon’s selector 
switch, and he saw that it was set to fire. Lars set the weapon to safe, but he did not collapse the 
stock. After all, the MP5 which the Zoff carried did not even have a stock that was capable of 
adjustment. They all carried the fixed stock model. Lars figured that he might as well use the 
submachine gun before the Glock; After all, every Zoff unit was equipped with an MP5, so he 
would be able to resupply off of the Zoff units he destroyed. The fox looked both ways, and he 
was not sure which way he wanted to go. Either way, he would have to take out as many Zoff 
units as he could. Lars nodded to himself and proceeded down the hall: It was time for his search 
and destroy mission. 

Within the next minute, Lars had already encountered two Zoff units in the hall. Both of 


the machines noticed the fox, and they raised their submachine guns. However, they were too 


slow to react to Lars’ presence, and the fox raised his weapon, disabled his weapon’s safety, and 
landed two shots into each of his targets. Lars fired his weapon with the selector set to the semi- 
automatic position; he was not looking to waste ammunition if he did not need to. He only had 
one magazine for the MP5, so he knew that it would be wise to make it last for as long as he 
could. With all four of his rounds successfully striking his targets, the two Zoff units quickly 
collapsed as they were unable to continue operating. Having downed two machines, Lars paused, 
and he listened to try and hear if there were any other Zoff units nearby. Though he was not 
expecting more units to show up, he could hear multiple footsteps converging on his position. 

The fox looked around the hall for a spot to take cover at, but the hall was completely 
empty with nothing he would be able to use. Though the Zoff would probably be unlikely to land 
shots on their target, Lars was not planning on taking his chances. After all, Lars still had to find 
where Robby went as well as do what he could for Leonard and Lewis. The fox proceeded to a 
doorway which was lacking a door, and he moved into a small, empty classroom. The classroom 
did not have anything that could be used as cover, but Lars decided that it still provided him with 
a tactical advantage when compared to waiting in the hall for Zoff to show up. If they came at 
him from both sides of the hall, they would still have to go through a single choke point, and 
Lars figured that the AI would not be smart enough to plan a coherent attack on the classroom he 
was sitting in. Nevertheless, the fox picked a spot on the side of the hall nearest the door where 
somebody on the outside of the room would not be able to see him, and he got on his knees. 
After checking the magazine one more time to make sure that it still had rounds loaded in it, Lars 
raised his MP5 at the doorway, and he waited for Zoff units to come in. 

However, Lars heard the Zoff merely pass the room he was in; they did not even bother 


to check any of the rooms along the hall. The fox shook his head: Surely the Zoff’s AI wasn’t 


that basic. Lars knew that if he did not eliminate the Zoff units, they would only remain in the 
school and be a threat later. The fox did not want them to head towards where Leonard and 
Lewis were, so he decided to blow his cover. Briefly standing up, Lars moved over to a position 
where he could see out the doorway, and after kneeling once more, he took a shot at a Zoff unit 
once he saw one walk into his crosshairs. The round impacted the rear of the Kevlar CVC helmet 
the Zoff wore, so the machine was not damaged by the impact of the round. However, Lars was 
somewhat surprised to see that the Zoff unit did not even react to getting shot; it still walked 
down the hall without even stopping to investigate the source of the gunshot. The fox got up 
from his knees, and he moved closer to the doorway in order to get a better view of the hallway. 

When the fox arrived at the doorway, he could still see numerous Zoff units proceeding 
down the hall while all holding their submachine guns at the hip. Lars was in a position that he 
would be easily spotted by a human walking down the hall, but the machines seemed to lack 
peripheral vision. Either that, or they were given some sort of priority objective and taking a shot 
to the Kevlar helmet was considered an insignificant event. Once all of the Zoff units passed by 
the room Lars was in, he stepped out slowly and aimed his submachine gun down the hall, seeing 
all of the Zoff units walking away from him. Lars flipped the fire selector of his MP5 to the 
automatic position, and he opened fire while aiming at the Zoff’s torso region since it lacked the 
Kevlar that their CVC helmets had. The MP5 unleashed a hail of 9mm gunfire, but the magazine 
quickly emptied itself by the time about seven Zoff units collapsed to the ground. Given the 
ballistic properties of 9mm Luger, the rounds were only able to damage the Zoff units to the rear 
of the group, and the rounds were unable to overpenetrate the machines’ combat chassis and 


damage the units in front of them. 


However, Lars shooting all of the Zoff units finally caused the rest of the group to 
simultaneously stop in their tracks. The machines turned around in unison, and Lars realized that 
he was holding an empty MP5 while staring at a group of machines all dressed up as if they were 
ona VBSS operation from the early 2000s. With no new magazine to load into the submachine 
gun he held, the fox threw his empty submachine gun at the Zoff units before they had a chance 
to open fire, and he retreated back into the room he was just in moments ago. Lars made sure that 
he grabbed his big bushy tail with his left hand as he retreated to prevent it from being shot on 
his way back to cover. As he now stood the empty classroom, the fox let go of his tail, and he 
reached for the Glock that was occupying his Blackhawk! holster. As he drew the Glock and 
turned back around to face the open doorway, Lars performed a chamber check to make sure that 
a round was inside of his handgun and ready to fire. The fox moved back away from the 
doorway, and he canted his handgun about forty-five degrees to the left in order to make firing 
without aiming down the sights in close range a bit more efficient. Once he was again in a spot 
which he was satisfied with, Lars got down on his knees and held his handgun out with both 
hands at the doorway. 

The first Zoff unit finally entered the classroom, but it was aiming too high to shoot the 
fox. The machine did not fire first, but it did collapse within seconds after Lars put three rounds 
into the machine’s torso. The Zoff unit hit the ground while still holding the MP5 in its hands, 
and even though it was down and out, it was still holding its submachine gun at hip level. The 
machine landed directly in the entrance of the doorway, and Lars could see that the rest of the 
Zoff units were not entering the classroom; they did not know how to walk over the remains of 
their fallen robotic comrade. All of the Zoff units remained in their perfect shooting stances, but 


they all aimed their MP5s at the exact same torso height while staring at the doorway and wall. 


Lars’ jaw halfway dropped in astonishment; he was surprised to see that his robotic adversaries 
lacked programming to walk over a simple obstruction. Lars was still willing to take advantage 
of the situation: While still on his knees, he scooted over to a better position for him to be able to 
see more of the Zoff units all standing outside of the classroom he was in. Once he was able to 
clearly see some machines to fire upon, the fox took shot after shot at the machines. About five 
machines fell to the ground before Lars’ Glock finally ran out of ammunition in its magazine. 

Lars was not really concerned that he was out of ammunition: Not only did he have 
multiple spare magazines with him, he also was not in a rush since there was now an even bigger 
obstruction in the doorway separating him from the rest of the machines. Nevertheless, Lars still 
performed an efficient reload to get himself back into the fight: The fox dropped the empty 
magazine that was in his pistol with his right thumb while he used his left hand to open one of 
the pouches on his belt carrying extra magazines. Lars took a fresh magazine, inserted it into his 
pistol, and he pressed the slide release button with his right thumb again to close the slide and 
return his handgun to the state of being ready to fire. Now that his handgun was loaded with 
rounds again, Lars scooted back over to the doorway to shoot more of the Zoff units that were 
still standing idly by outside of the hall. The fox was wondering if they had some sort of internal 
timer that told them how long they were willing to attempt to get into a room they did not know 
how to enter, but none of the machines left the immediate area outside of the classroom. Lars 
downed nine Zoff units with his magazine before he needed to reload once more. 

As the fox loaded yet another magazine into his handgun, he considered where his 
enemies’ weak points were: They seemed to go down in one or two shots to the face, but shots to 
the arms or torso could take three or more shots to put them down. Though it would make the 


most sense to shoot them in the head, they all still wore CVC helmets that were made out of 


Kevlar. Their heads were only vulnerable if their faces were exposed, and even that was hard at 
times since their Revision goggles would lessen the impact of the round or even divert the 
direction of the round as it made contact with the goggles. Dropping the slide release once again, 
Lars moved back to the doorway again to see how many enemies remained. However, it seemed 
that more Zoff units were showing up to the same doorway that was piling up with the 
inoperable machines which laid as waste on the floor. Lars was beginning to wonder if he would 
have enough ammunition to take on all of the Zoff units that were showing up, but he 
remembered that they all carried at least two Glock magazines and eight MP5 magazines. The 
fox was not quite ready to run up and try to grab extra ammunition, though. He was not sure if 
they would open fire on him once he moved close enough to them. 

With another full magazine loaded into his handgun, the fox opened fire once again until 
his weapon ran dry. The fox was trying to be careful not to waste his ammunition, and he was 
waiting for the Zoff to face him before shooting them. However, it did take a little while for 
some of the units to turn in his direction, so he started shooting them in the neck to see if there 
was any different effect on their structural integrity. From shooting a few Zoff units in the neck, 
Lars determined that they took at least two shots for them to go down. However, some Zoff units 
took four shots to the neck in order to bring them down, and Lars was not sure if he was just 
missing or if they really did take a variable number of shots to the neck to render them 
inoperable. Seeing that his handgun was out of ammunition once again, Lars dropped his empty 
magazine, and he inserted another magazine into his handgun and dropped the slide. However, 
when he had a new magazine loaded into his handgun, the fox did not immediately return to 


shooting at the Zoff. He lowered his handgun back to the position he held it while he initially 


waited for the machines to enter the room, and he mainly decided that he wanted to observe how 
their AI functioned. 

The pile of dismantled Zoff units now took up a considerable amount of space in the 
doorway as well as the surrounding area in the hall, and Lars watched to see how the machines 
reacted to all of the obstructions. Most of the Zoff units considered their deceased comrades to 
be obstacles in the hall, so they all tried to avoid walking over them. Lars was somewhat 
impressed with the way the machines’ pathing worked: They were able to readily adapt to new 
obstacles, but they did not seem to consider how high the obstacle was. They only seemed to 
care how much surface area on the ground was taken up by the presence of the obstacles. Even 
though Lars was kneeling in a position where any regular human or anthro would be able to 
easily fire upon him, the machines all seemed to have serious issues trying to get in his room. 
The fox still heard plenty of Zoff reinforcements amassing around the classroom he was in, but 
Lars determined that he was safe as long as he did not need to leave the room for any reason. 

While the fox watched the machines stand idly by outside of the doorway he was 
watching, he noticed one machine act differently: One Zoff unit immediately raised its 
submachine gun from its hip to its shoulder, and it looked down at the ground to view all of the 
fallen machines which Lars had dismantled. The unit then looked up at the ceiling while still 
holding its MP5 to its shoulder. Even though the machine’s movements were obviously robotic, 
Lars was surprised to see that one of the machines was behaving less like the rest of the Zoff. 
The unit returned its aim to a level position, and it started to turn three hundred and sixty degrees 
around while remaining in the same location. In a way, the machine looked as if it was being 
manually piloted as opposed to operating autonomously. Lars aimed his Glock at the machine 


while it still spun around in place, and he put five shots into it. The machine quickly collapsed to 


the ground from being shot, and Lars saw that within the next ten seconds, another Zoff unit 
raised its MPS to its shoulder and started behaving like the previous unit. The fox watched as the 
second machine looked down at the recently dismantled unit while still holding its submachine 
gun at its shoulder, and the machine then directed its gaze directly at the fox. 

For the first time, the Zoff unit opened fire, and Lars quickly leapt out of the way to avoid 
getting shot. The fox was surprised with how close the Zoff unit was to hitting him, but he 
retreated to the corner of the room where he could not be seen. As he felt the adrenaline pumping 
through his blood, Lars worked to calm himself down and ready himself to take down this rather 
different Zoff unit. Though it cosmetically appeared exactly the same as all of the other units he 
had taken on, it suddenly began moving differently when compared to all of the machines he had 
seen. To prevent the machine from landing an easy shot on him, Lars moved to a prone position 
and held his handgun steadily while waiting to see if this unit could figure out how to enter the 
classroom he was hiding in. After waiting for a second, Lars could see the machine’s legs enter 
the classroom as it forced itself to walk over the dismantled remains of its fellow Zoff units. The 
machine’s legs were even strong enough to partially push the destroyed machines into the 
classroom, but the unit did not seem to be phased anymore by the obstacles littering the doorway. 
Before the machine could turn and see the fox, Lars fired his handgun eight times and watched as 
the machine collapsed and dropped its submachine gun. 

Lars was surprised to see that a Zoff unit had finally figured out how to enter the room he 
was in, and in anticipation of another unit entering his room, he decided that he should load 
another magazine into his Glock. Though his handgun still had a round in the chamber as well as 
a few more rounds in the magazine, Lars did not want to run out of ammunition in case he had to 


land eight more shots on another Zoff unit. The fox thought about the situation as he dropped his 


partially filled magazine and loaded a second magazine into his Glock: The machine only 
entered the room he was in when it started behaving differently; However, Lars did not really 
know specifically the reason why the machine behaved differently. When the machine’s 
behavior changed, it started looking around its surroundings, and when it looked down at the 
ground, it almost looked as if it was curious in a way. Such an activity was not seen among any 
of the other Zoff units which the fox had encountered, and the fox began to wonder if something 
in the machine’s AI changed. Lars then began to reason that it was either the AI algorithm 
changed, or somebody took control of the machine and began to pilot it. With his reload now 
finished, Lars aimed his handgun back at the doorway and waited to see what would happen 


next. 


Chapter 6 


Sustain 


After he had plenty of time to calm himself, Leonard sat up and looked around the 
armory he was in. All of the firearms were still arranged in their racks, and the door showed no 
signs of being forcibly opened. Though the wolf was still frightened, he took a deep breath to try 
and calm himself down, and he looked to his left to see that Lewis was still unconscious. The 
coyote was missing all of his fake deer getup, and Leonard could see the fake hooves and fake 
antlers lying about the floor on the other side of the room. Of course, there were a few weapons 
still on the floor as well, but Leonard did not know how to use them. The wolf also spotted a 
Nomex flight suit from one of the Zoff units, but the suit’s gray color was stained with Lewis’ 
blood. Leonard scooted over to the coyote to see how he looked, and he could see that Lars was 
not able to get all of the blood off of Lewis: There was still some blood staining his fur around 
his face, and his clothes were also bloodied. 

“Fuckin’ hell...” Leonard muttered as he saw just how rough Lewis looked even without 
all of the extra fresh blood from earlier. The wolf was not sure when the coyote would wake up, 
but he also did not want to deal with Lewis’ troubles. Spotting the AR-18 on the ground which 
Lars abandoned before leaving the armory to hunt down the Zoff units, Leonard looked the 


weapon over from a distance as he tried to figure out its functionality. Though the wolf’s 


judgment was still clouded thanks to the shootout he had earlier with the Zoff, he was cognizant 
enough to try and make things work. The AR-18 was lying in the middle of the floor with its 
magazine, and after he moved over to the weapon, Leonard picked the rifle up and felt it over, 
trying to figure out how to make use of it. The wolf did not understand how the rifle functioned, 
but he was hoping that he would be able to figure something out since he was not currently 
facing any enemy threats. 

As he visually studied the rifle he held, the thing which stood out to Leonard the most 
was the rather obvious charging handle sticking out of the right side of the rifle. Before he did 
anything with the charging handle, the wolf decided that he might as well pull the trigger just to 
see what would happen. Leonard did not really care to point the rifle in a safe direction before 
pulling the trigger, but even if there was a round in the chamber, it would not have hit anybody. 
As the wolf squeezed the trigger, he found that it did not go back at all. Leonard was surprised to 
see that the trigger did not move, so he tried to pull the trigger for a second time. The trigger still 
did not move. Already, the wolf was not too happy with what he was learning about the rifle. 
The wolf had no idea what Lars did to the rifle to leave it in the state that it was in, but he figured 
that the rifle would still be able to function if he just figured out what to do with it. Leonard gave 
the charging handle a light tug, but he did not pull it hard enough to actually get it to move; the 
charging handle and bolt stayed in battery. 

Leonard flipped the rifle over while keeping his finger on the trigger, and he looked at the 
left side of the weapon to see if he missed anything. That was when the wolf spotted the rifle’s 
fire selector group, and he noticed that the switch was pointing to letters which spelled out the 
word ‘SEMI’. Leonard was confused: Why could he not pull the trigger if the weapon was set to 


fire? The wolf squeezed the trigger again, but alas, he was still unable to make it move 


backwards. Leonard turned his attention away from the AR-18 as he looked at the ground to see 
if he could find some ammunition for the weapon. The wolf was quick to locate the STANAG 
magazine which Lars discarded, and he could see that there were rounds already loaded in the 
magazine as well as some loose 5.56x45mm cartridges scattered about the floor. The wolf picked 
up a couple of the stray rounds and inserted them into the magazine. Thankfully for Leonard, 
loading rifle magazines was a rather easy task for him, and he was able to load four stray rounds 
into the magazine. Though he did not know how many rounds were already loaded in the 
magazine, the wolf figured that he would be able to make the rifle work now that he had located 
ammunition for it. 

The wolf took a look at the magazine and looked back over at the AR-18 as he tried to 
figure out how to use the magazine with the rifle. Leonard turned the rifle upside down, and he 
could see a large cavity in the bottom of the lower receiver. The wolf examined the hollowed 
space for a moment before trying his hardest to remember if Lars put the magazine in the 
opening. Leonard could not firmly grasp what he remembered; it all went by so quickly. The 
wolf decided that it was worth a try; After all, if he somehow managed to break the rifle he was 
handling, there were plenty more firearms in the armory that were probably in working 
condition. Leonard took the magazine, and he inserted it into the magwell, but it was facing 
backwards. The wolf found that the magazine was not going into the rifle, so he removed it and 
looked at the magazine before realizing that the rounds were facing the wrong way. Leonard then 
reasoned that the rounds were facing the wrong way inside of the magazine, or the magazine 
itself was facing the wrong way. The wolf knew that he inserted the rounds into the magazine 


facing the same way which the previous rounds were already loaded, so he now reasoned that 


either Lars loaded the magazine incorrectly or he was making the mistake of inserting the 
magazine backwards. 

Since he was not ready to unload all of the rounds from the magazine to find out just yet, 
the wolf decided that it would be easier to just turn the magazine around the other way before 
attempting to insert it again into the AR-18. The wolf once again attempted to ram the magazine 
into the lower receiver, but this time, the rifle accepted the magazine. Leonard tried to pull the 
magazine out of the rifle, but he was pretty confident that it was now properly loaded into the 
rifle. The wolf looked back at the fire selector once again to confirm that it was still pointing to 
‘SEMI’, and without much hesitation for firearm safety, Leonard squeezed the trigger again. 
Nevertheless, the rifle still did not fire, and the trigger did not even move backwards. The wolf 
did not understand what the issue was at this point: He had loaded rounds into the rifle and had 
the selector pointed to ‘SEMI’. The wolf looked the rifle over again, but he could not see 
anything he knew he could manipulate. Leonard could somewhat remember Lars pulling 
something back, but he did not know what could even be pulled back to begin with. The wolf 
flipped the rifle over yet again and directed his attention to the oddly-shaped charging handle 
sticking out from the right side of the weapon. Leonard tried to pull the handle towards him yet 
again, but he applied more force behind his pull this time. The bolt started to go back as the dust 
cover dropped, but Leonard did not pull it back far enough to chamber a round. 

The wolf let go of the charging handle as he let the bolt travel halfway back into battery, 
and he once again went to pull the trigger again. This time, the trigger did go backwards, but it 
only made an underwhelming clicking sound. The sound mildly startled Leonard, and he jumped 
up slightly as the unexpected click surprised him and caused his hands to tremble. The wolf was 


still surprised that the weapon did not actually fire; Though, if Leonard was honest with himself, 


he was not expecting for the trigger to even move backwards. Leonard went back to manipulate 
the charging handle once again, and with his finger still on the trigger, he used his left hand to 
pull the charging hand backwards with as much force as he could muster. This time, the charging 
handle traveled as far backwards as it was able to go. Leonard held the charging handle in its 
place as he wondered if it was possible to make it go back further, but it seemed to have moved 
back as far as it would be able to travel. Leonard pressed the stock in his torso to shift the weight 
of the weapon, and when the wolf finally let go of the charging handle, he accidentally pulled the 
trigger and fired the rifle almost as soon as the bolt went back into battery. 

The unexpected sound of the rifle firing was deafening to Leonard, and the wolf panicked 
and accidentally pulled the trigger again as his finger went back and forth from surprise. The 
rifle fired a second round, and Leonard dropped the rifle on the floor as he fell backwards from 
shock. Leonard fell on his back as his ears continued to ring, and he immediately felt a strong 
wave of adrenaline flow through his body thanks to the two negligent discharges he had. The 
loaded rifle landed on the floor, but it did not fire again since there was nobody to pull the 
trigger. Leonard was also on the floor as well, and the wolf brought his palms to his eyes as he 
quickly began to wonder as to whether he was alive or not. Leonard did not even know what 
happened; everything seemed to just go by so quickly, and the wolf felt as if he did not have time 
to react to anything. Leonard, with his hands rapidly trembling, felt himself over as the ringing in 
his ears finally began to die down. The wolf’s limbs felt more jumpy than they were before, and 
he looked back down to the AR-18 that was lying on the floor. He ultimately found a way to 
shoot the rifle, but he did not know what he even did to make it happen. 

Lars stuffed the last fresh magazine into his empty pouch to replenish his ammunition as 


he stepped over a few destroyed Zoff units. With all of the broken Zoff units lying on the floor, 


the fox was having a bit of a rough time traversing the area, but he was fairly confident that there 
would not be too many more Zoff units coming his direction. Lars was not really counting how 
many Zoff units he downed, but he was beginning to wish he had kept a tally. At the same time, 
the fox knew that even if he was keeping count of the Zoff units he was going up against, he 
would have likely lost count after destroying about forty units. After replenishing all of his 
magazine pouches with the new magazines he had picked up from the Zoff, the fox drew his 
Glock again and looked both ways in the hall. He was still walking on destroyed Zoff units, and 
the feeling of Kevlar, carbon fiber, nylon, and Nomex had a rather interesting feeling under his 
bare furry feet. 

Trying to stabilize himself on the destroyed machines, the fox listened carefully for any 
reinforcements that were in the immediate area, but he could not hear any movement. As a 
matter of fact, Lars was having difficulty trying to hear anything at all: His ears were ringling 
quite loudly thanks to the long gun battle he was engaged in. The fox had to deal with a few 
dozen Zoff units actually coming into the room he was in, but they would only enter one at a 
time. Lars was not sure why the other Zoff units were waiting for their mechanical comrades to 
be dismantled before coming into the classroom themselves, but the units that did proceed into 
the classroom all behaved differently compared to the units he encountered earlier. The fox 
decided that it would be more efficient for him to think while moving, so he holstered his Glock 
17 and picked up one of the many discarded MP5s from off of the ground. With a new 
submachine gun now in his hands, Lars ejected the magazine to see if it still had rounds in it. 
After pulling the charging handle halfway back with his left hand while still holding the 


magazine with the same hand, Lars checked the chamber to make sure a round was in the 


chamber before releasing the charging handle and subsequently inserting the magazine back into 
the weapon. Lars then flicked the selector to safe as he continued down the hall. 

Lars could not stop thinking about the Zoff units that entered the classroom: They all 
moved differently when compared to the other machines, and they almost seemed human in a 
way. Though none of them moved like a regular person would, they had a sense of curiosity 
behind them. They also seemed to carry over information from one unit to another even after 
they met their demise at the hands of the fox. To Lars, it almost seemed like there was an actual 
person assuming control of the individual Zoff units to compensate for the shortcomings in their 
artificial intelligence. The fox was not going to rule out the possibility of manual control just yet, 
but he had no idea who would be manually controlling the machines. Lars also did not know how 
many Zoff units were still active, but he knew that he would have to destroy as many as he 
possibly could since they did not seem like they would stop until they eliminated everybody 
currently occupying Furryton Academy. The fox did not know how many people were even in 
Furryton to begin with, but aside from his classmates and the couple faculty members which he 
could collectively count on his hands, he had not seen any other person at the school. Sure, he 
only saw anthros, but Lars did not count the Zoff as being human. Though Zoff units were 
obviously built to resemble humans, they were easily identified as machines without their clothes 
and gear. 

Lars turned a corner and continued down the hall, but he began to hear some noise 
coming from the hall that met the upcoming corner. Lars initially was not sure if his ears were 
playing tricks on him since they were still ringing from the gunfire, but he could not help but 
hear a bunch of thudding sounds. The fox slowed down as he proceeded, but he kept his weapon 


at the ready position and had his thumb on the safety switch and index finger just outside of the 


trigger guard. As Lars continued to take light steps, he could hear the thudding becoming louder 
and louder, though he still did not know what was causing the noise. The fox pressed the MP5’s 
fixed stock into his shoulder, and he canted the weapon at a bit of an angle as he kept the barrel 
pointed downwards at the floor. In the event that he would see a fellow anthro, he did not want to 
open fire and kill an ally. The fox did stop a few times to make sure that it was not him who was 
creating the thudding noise, but it continued even after he stopped moving. Lars briefly looked 
down at his feet, and he reminded himself that he was not even making noise as he walked since 
he did not wear any shoes. The fox focused back on the task at hand as he began walking again. 
Finally approaching the corner, Lars turned himself to his left to prepare to attack the 
corner, and after taking a deep breath, the fox quickly emerged from the corner and raised his 
MP5 while still keeping his thumb ready to disengage the submachine gun’s safety. However, 
when the fox finally took a look at the hall, he could see none other than Robby Bocchino 
engaged in a physical altercation with the Zoff, and it was clear that the Zoff’s AI was not 
prepared for such close quarters combat. Robby held an Accuracy International Arctic Warfare 
by the barrel as he continued to beat a Zoff unit with it. The Zoff unit was not holding its 
submachine gun, but its arms were still outstretched as it continued to assume the position of 
holding the weapon. It looked as if the machine was simply pretending to hold a weapon, and it 
even moved its pointer finger in an attempt to fire the weapon it was not holding. Since the 
machines were all wearing CVC helmets composed of Kevlar, Robby’s blunt weapon was unable 
to do considerable damage to the underlying machine. Everytime Robby whacked the machine 
with the polymer stock of the bolt-action rifle, Lars was able to hear the loud thudding noise, and 


what he was seeing basically gave him a clear indication of what had been going on with Robby. 


Lars crept up to the scene slowly, and he kept his weapon raised while trying to aim only 
at the Zoff unit and not Robby. The fox stopped after getting within a distance he knew he would 
be able to take down the Zoff unit at, and he waited a few seconds to see if he would get a clear 
shot on the Zoff unit without endangering Robby. However, Robby continued to whack the Zoff 
unit over and over without backing up, and the machine did not really show any signs of 
receiving damage from the cat’s attacks. The fox finally shouted, “Hey, watch out!” Robby 
looked at Lars to see that the fox was holding a submachine gun, but he did not back away. Lars 
used his left hand to motion for the cat to take a few steps back as he shouted again, “Move 
back! Move back!” Robby finally took the hint that Lars was going to fire upon the Zoff unit, so 
he took a few large steps backwards. Once the cat was a safe distance away from the machine, 
Lars flipped the selector to semiautomatic, and he squeezed the trigger as many times as it took 
for the Zoff unit to collapse from its sustained damage. The unit only took four shots for it to 
keel over, but its hands were still outstretched holding an invisible MPS. 

With the Zoff unit defeated, Lars safetied his weapon and lowered it while turning his 
attention to the cat who was standing still with the bolt-action rifle’s barrel in his hands. The fox 
waited to see if Robby would say anything, but after a few seconds of silence, Lars decided to 
ask a question, “So, what happened here?” Robby pointed at the dismantled machine with the 
stock of the Arctic Warfare, “Fucker over there came at me.” Lars looked back over to the Zoff 
unit for a brief moment before looking back at the cat and saying, “You know they’re not people, 
right?” Robby shrugged and nodded, “Well, I guess I’d figured it out when the motherfucker still 
tried to shoot me with an invisible gun. I was first thinking that he’s just fucking retarded or 
summin’ like that.” Lars stood still as he relaxed his stance and began to slowly approach Robby. 


As the fox approached, the cat visually examined the destroyed machine and asked, “What the 


fuck are these guys if they’re not people?” Lars got down on his knees next to the Zoff unit, 
placed his MP5 aside, and he removed the goggles from in front of the machine’s eyes to show 
the cat what they were dealing with. Once the Zoff unit’s artificial eyes were exposed, Lars held 
up the robotic head and said, “They’re machines wearing human clothes. How many of them 
have you encountered?” 

“This is the only one I’ve seen,” Robby replied. The cat paused for a second before 
continuing, “I did hear a bunch of gunshots earlier. What was that all about?” Lars replied, “I 
took down a bunch of them. They’re not too smart, so we have that going for us. How did you 
encounter this one?” The cat told his story to the fox, “I kinda just wandered around and found 
this guy here. I smacked his gun out of his hands, and I tried to beat him up. I knocked him down 
a few times, but the fucker wouldn’t stop getting back up.” Lars remained on his knees and 
checked the pouches of the machine’s tactical vest while he replied, “I’d imagine they’re pretty 
resistant to blunt force attacks with their gear on. Even without their gear, I’m pretty confident 
that their skin is made out of a carbon-Kevlar composite, but concentrated strikes should punch 
right through them.” Robby was confused, “The fuck does that all mean?” Lars looked up at the 
cat and restated his point, “You’ll have to shoot them if you want to do any real damage.” 

Robby looked at the bolt-action rifle he was still holding, “Well, I got this, but I don’t 
think it’s gonna be shooting anything.” Lars looked at the rifle and said, ““You’re not going to be 
finding too much ammo for that. These guys only carry 9x19mm. You’ll have to use a weapon 
which uses that type of ammunition if you want to resupply from them.” Robby did not really 
understand what the fox was telling him, “Can you repeat that in English, you fucking jackass?” 
Lars tried to speak in more basic terms for the cat to understand while ignoring the insults 


directed towards him, “You need to use a gun with ammo you can find.” The cat rolled his eyes, 


“Well whoop-de-fucking-doo, genius. The fuck am I gonna get that?” Lars opened the holster of 
the dismantled Zoff unit, and he removed a Glock 17 from the holster before handing the 
handgun over to the cat. As the fox spoke, he tried to use basic terms, but he still found himself 
going back and forth in terms of the complexity of the words he used, “I’ve procured for you a 
Glock 17; it’s the sidearm that all of these machines have been using so far. Use this if you need 
it, but you should conserve your ammunition. These guys all carry two magazines for that gun. 
Pick up new magazines out of the pouches on their belts to get more ammo.” 

Robby accepted the handgun and looked it over, “So, is it ready to shoot? Do I just pull 
the trigger and —” the cat’s speech was interrupted by a negligent discharge. Lars immediately 
ducked down as the sudden gunshot startled him, but he knew that it was the cat who fired the 
handgun. The fox quickly exclaimed his concern, “Woah! Watch it! You gotta be careful with 
that!” Robby chuckled as he tried to brush off his negligent discharge, “Yeah, I got it.” Lars was 
not entirely convinced that the cat was safe to handle the firearm, “I beg to differ.” Robby 
chuckled and returned a remark to Lars, “Heh. You might as well be begging on your knees like 
that, fucking scrawny-ass fox.” The fox saw that Robby kept his finger on the trigger as he 
flagged him with the muzzle of the handgun multiple times. Lars, knowing that Robby was not 
ready to handle a firearm yet, quickly disarmed Robby by grabbing the cat’s right wrist with his 
right hand and snatching the Glock out of his hand with his left hand. Robby was taken aback by 
the quick and unexpected motion, “Woah. Hey! What the fuck?!” Lars stood up and backed up 
while he held the Glock he recovered from the cat, ““You’re not ready for this yet. You had a 
negligent discharge.” 

The cat began to angrily move towards Lars, “I’m gonna fucking make you discharge 


blood if you don’t give it back to me, you fucking bitch!” The lanky fox knew that he was in no 


shape to win a physical altercation against the muscular cat, but at the same time, he knew that 
shooting him was not an option either. The fox backed up while keeping the Glock under control, 
and while moving backwards, he dropped the magazine, racked the slide to eject the chambered 
round, pulled the trigger, and tossed the handgun to the ground. Robby, seeing that the handgun 
was now on the ground, dove to pick it up, but when he pointed it at the fox to shoot him, he 
found that he could not make it fire. The cat did not see what Lars did to the handgun, and he did 
not know that it had been simply unloaded, “Wha-? What the fuck did you do to it?” The fox did 
not bother to draw his own handgun; he decided he would approach the situation differently. 
Lars attempted to reason with the cat, “Do you want to take on the machines by yourself?” 
Robby got to his feet and tried to pull the trigger again, clearly disregarding the fox’s 
words. The cat became increasingly frustrated when he saw that the handgun still did not fire, 
“Dammit!” Lars spoke up in a more stern voice, “Enough of this nonsense. The machines are the 
enemy. You either work together with us to stop them, or you’re on your own. You can’t reason 
with the machines.” Robby still was not ready to cooperate: He threw the Glock at Lars out of 
frustration, and he charged at the fox. Lars stood a good five inches taller than the cat, but Robby 
weighed at least one hundred pounds more than the fox. Lars knew that he would not be able to 
take on the muscled cat with his own strength, so naturally, being a fox, he decided that he would 
have to take a more crafty approach to deal with the messy situation. Lars, keeping his eyes on 
the cat’s arms, sidestepped and shoved the cat’s shoulder to throw his balance off. Robby did not 
fall over from the push, but it did leave him slightly disoriented as he looked around to see where 
the fox had gone. As he was looking around, Robby spotted Lars’ bushy tail, and he proceeded to 


give chase again. Robby was able to keep up with the quick fox, but he was not quite able to 


actually get close enough to grab him. Lars took a corner at full speed and kicked off a wall to 
keep his momentum, and he started proceeding down another hallway. 

Robby still gave chase, but he slowed himself down slightly as he turned the corner since 
he did not know if his weight would be enough to break the wall. Lars, given how light he was, 
could confidently bounce off the wall without the risk of causing any damage to the wall. The cat 
kept his eyes on the fox’s tail as he tried to speed himself up, and he was looking to grab it; 
However, when Robby looked up, he could see that Lars was running directly towards a group of 
five Zoff units. The cat saw the threat that the machines posed by being in the area, but the threat 
was not enough to convince him to terminate the chase. Just before Lars alerted the machines by 
making noise behind them, he spotted an open classroom to his left and diverted his approach to 
retreat into the room. Lars entered the room, and he quickly closed the door before pushing 
himself up against the door to prevent Robby from forcing his way inside. 

“Get the fuck back here! Damn fox!” Robby shouted as he ignored the Zoff and 
attempted to break into the room Lars was hiding in, but just before he was able to ram the door 
open, he heard the sound of servos turning behind him. The cat slowly turned himself around to 
see that the Zoff were holding him at gunpoint. Robby grabbed one of the MP5s which was 
closest to him, and he yanked it out of the Zoff’s hands. With the submachine gun now in his 
possession, Bocchino did not use it to shoot the machines, but he rather used it to beat the 
machines. Nevertheless, the cat did not really heed the fox’s previous warning, and he began to 
whack the machine in the false hope that he was doing a considerable amount of damage to the 
unit. Though Robby might have been very effective if he was using his strength against a human 
or an anthro, he was going up against opponents composed of metal and composite polymer, not 


flesh and blood. Even though the cat had no chance on his own to defeat the five Zoff units, he 


still attempted to fight them, but he was only wearing himself out. The Zoff were still wearing 
their protective equipment, and even if they were not equipped with such gear, Robby would still 
be unable to damage them with his own hands. 

Lars knew that if he did not assist the cat, the Zoff would surely kill him. At the same 
time, the fox knew that the cat was already looking to hurt him for taking his Glock away. 
Nevertheless, the fox decided that he should turn the other cheek: Lars drew his Glock, emerged 
from the room he was hiding in, and he opened fire at the Zoff units. The machines had their 
MP5s ready to fire upon the cat, but they were unable to carry out their attack since Lars had 
dismantled them by shooting them. Robby moved aside as he tried to avoid the fox’s gunfire, but 
when Lars finished shooting all of the Zoff units, the cat took a sigh of relief and moved aside. 
The cat watched as Lars ejected the almost depleted magazine from his handgun and inserted a 
fresh magazine into the weapon. With a round already in the chamber from the last magazine, 
there was no need for Lars to thumb the slide release. The fox then made eye contact with the 
cat, holstered his weapon, but he did not say anything. Robby and Lars both stared at each other 
for a good few seconds before Robby broke the silence, “Well... Looks like you fucked ‘em up, 
now didn’t you?” 

Lars looked back over to the destroyed Zoff units, and he crouched down to grab a new 
Glock magazine from one of the downed machines. After inserting the newly-acquired magazine 
into the vacant pouch clipped to his belt, he finally spoke to Robby, “Are we going to work 
together, or are you going to try and fight these guys by yourself?” The cat was a bit hesitant, 
“How can you be sure I can’t beat them with my fists?” Lars replied with his own question, 
“How long had you been fighting that one machine before I showed up?” Robby did not want to 


answer the fox’s question, “I bet I could beat one of them if I tried.” Lars took a couple steps 


back and pointed at one of the destroyed machines, “Remove the head or any limb from that 
machine, and if you are successful, I'll believe you.” Robby’s face formed a cocky look as he 
moved over to the Zoff unit lying flat on the ground, “Pfft... Is that the best you got? Watch 
this.” The cat grabbed the machine’s left arm, placed his shoe on the torso of the unit to stabilize 
himself, and he started to strenuously tug on the robotic limb. As Robby pulled on the arm, he 
tried to hide the effort he was clearly exerting, but even with all of his might, he was still unable 
to detach the arm from the machine. 

Robby continued to tug and tug, and he assumed various positions that would allow for 
him to get more of a firmer grasp on the machine’s arm. Robby could not even use the excuse 
that his hands were slipping off of the machine’s arm; the cat was tugging on an arm covered by 
a Nomex flight suit. Lars stood beside the cat as he continued to give all of his effort at trying to 
pop the arm out of the socket, but he was unable to tear the carbon-Kevlar skin that covered the 
machine. Even if the machine was not covered with the composite skin, Robby would have an 
even tougher time trying to detach the metallic endoskeleton arm from its socket. Lars knew that 
Robby had no chance of removing the arm from the machine, but he wanted the cat to know for 
himself that even though he was great in strength, he was simply not strong enough against a 
rather basic mechanical foe. 

After a couple more minutes of struggling, Robby finally tired himself out, and he let go 
of the arm as he rolled backwards on the floor. Lars stood over the cat, but he squatted down to 
lower himself. Robby was panting from his attempts at dismantling the machine, and he looked 
at the fox who was squatting down right next to him. The fox broke the silence, “Not as easy as 
you thought?” Robby did not want to admit that he was defeated, and he made an excuse for 


himself while panting from the physical exertion, “No, no. I’m just... Taking a little break. 


That’s all.” Lars stood up, grabbed the left arm of the Zoff unit with his hands, and as he held it 
upwards, he pulled the sleeve of the flight suit down with his toes. Robby looked at the arm 
covered with the dark gray skin composed of carbon-Kevlar, and he shook his head slowly, 
“What the fuck are these things made of?” Lars replied as he felt the mechanical arm, “If you 
want my guess, it looks like carbon fiber interwoven with Kevlar that’s painted gray. It also feels 
like there’s a composite polymer underneath it as well. You’re not tearing it yourself.” Robby 
looked around at the four other destroyed Zoff units, “And you took them down in less than ten 
seconds?” The fox nodded as he let go of the mechanical arm, “You’re going to have to use guns 
against these guys. There’s no taking them on in hand-to-hand combat.” 

“Damn,” Robby sighed as he still let his body calm down from his strenuous activity, “I 
could easily break you in half, but I can’t break these fuckers in half?” Lars replied to the cat 
while not questioning whether he was being threatened, “That’s because I’m not made of 
materials known for their tensile strength. These guys are.” Robby shook his head, “How the 
fuck does that happen?” The fox replied again, “God made me. A factory production line made 
them.” The cat was still not satisfied, “I can’t believe it. A fucking stick figure like you can beat 
these guys.” Lars stood over the cat, and he outstretched his hand to the cat, “Talking like that 
isn’t going to help get rid of them. Are you ready to work together to get rid of these guys or 
not?” Robby sighed as he finally decided to give in, though he still was not willing to admit that 
he was not strong enough to beat even a single Zoff unit in hand-to-hand combat. The cat 
accepted the fox’s outstretched arm, and Lars helped him get to his feet. With both the cat and 
the fox now standing up, Lars said, “Alright. Let’s go back to the others. We should stick 


together to increase our chances for survival.” 


Chapter / 


Regroup 


The Zoff continued their search of the school. Though they may not have been able to 
eliminate any of the four students that were considered targets, the remaining units continued 
their programmed paths as they looked for their targets. The Zoff’s controller, seated at his 
workspace, cycled through the different displays that each Zoff unit provided, and he attempted 
to look for Lars and Robby, the two targets which had been in contact with the Zoff last. The 
controller did not have much information regarding each individual Zoff unit and their position 
in the school, so he had to cycle through all of the displays individually until he was able to spot 
the fox and cat. The controller also had to deal with the fact that the school seemed to look the 
same no matter where one stood within the campus, so the controller was often lost as to where 
anything was. There were no significant landmarks within the school, save for some of the 
dismantled Zoff units lying on the ground. 

The controller could also assume manual control of only one Zoff unit at a time. If he was 
not controlling any of the machines, they would search the halls autonomously, but they were 
unable to open doors by themselves. The controller knew where the armory was at one point, but 
he had lost the location shortly after breaching the room for the first time. When a Zoff unit 


would go down, the controller would be alerted to the machine’s failure by the signature 


disappearing from the screen listing active units, but he would not know what exactly happened 
to the machine or where it was when it suddenly became inoperable. Still, the controller browsed 
through various units which were still operational. The controller’s employers deployed a force 
of four hundred Zoff units to Furryton, and at this point and time, there were still a few hundred 
machines still operational, though they had all split up and spread apart from one another. 

Even if they were autonomously working in a group, the Zoff units were rather 
incompetent at their task and required the controller’s assistance to properly dispatch an enemy. 
The machines did have an adaptive AI system, but they were unable to update their settings 
without having to reboot. From his end, the controller did not have an option to reboot the 
machines, so he decided that he would have to rely on his own skills to locate and eliminate the 
four students and two staff members. The controller had, at one point, encountered Lars when the 
fox was hunkering down in an empty classroom. However, the controller lost Lars once he 
destroyed all of the units surrounding the room and fled the area. The controller only knew 
where Lars was because of all of the Zoff units that were standing just outside of the room, and 
he had no feasible way to dispatch more units to the area without manually controlling individual 
units and moving them to the room. The controller was rather annoyed due to the fact that he 
could not take down Lars, but he knew that he still had plenty of opportunities to do so; there 
were still plenty of machines roaming the school. The controller just had to find out which 
machines were close enough to engage his targets. 

Robby turned a corner with Lars to see that there was a single Zoff unit standing in the 
middle of the hall. The cat looked at the unit while he whispered to the fox, “There’s one. How 
about I go fuck it up?” Lars turned his head towards Robby, “How are you going to do that?” 


The cat sprung up, sprinted towards the machine, and he gave it a shove from behind. The 


machine staggered forwards a bit from the shove, but it quickly turned around and readied its 
weapon, pointing it at the cat. However, Robby was not done yet: He grabbed the handguard of 
the MP5 and pushed it upwards. Though the machine’s left hand was no longer holding the 
submachine gun, it pulled the trigger with its right hand and attempted to fire on the cat, despite 
the fact that the barrel was not pointed at the cat. Even though Robby was not in the line of fire, 
he could feel hot gas blowing on his face, and the gunfire became unbearable to listen to as he 
stood only a foot away from the muzzle of the barrel. Robby only became more frustrated; he 
tried harder to remove the submachine gun from the machine’s hands, and after about a second 
more of struggling with the machine, he successfully popped the submachine gun out of the 
hands of the Zoff unit right as the MP5 depleted its magazine. 

The magazine of the MP5 was empty, but Robby was not interested in shooting the 
machine: He whacked the helmet of the machine with the buttstock of the weapon, but when he 
felt that he was not striking the machine hard enough to cause damage, he grabbed the barrel to 
give himself more torque to swing with. Unfortunately for the cat, he was not readily aware that 
fully-automatic fire is capable of heating up a gun barrel in a rather short period of time. Robby 
yelped out as his body forced him to let go of the hot object, and he took a few steps back as he 
swung his hands to try and use the air to cool them off. Lars watched as the machine performed a 
reload without actually holding the weapon: The left arm of the Zoff unit reached up to grab the 
spot where the MP5’s charging handle would be if it were still holding the weapon. Even though 
the machine did not grab anything but air, it still moved its left arm backwards and upwards as it 
attempted to lock the charging handle in place for a reload. The machine then used its left hand 
to open up one of the magazine pouches on its tactical vest and pick up a full magazine. The Zoff 


unit put the magazine where it would normally go if it were still holding the MP5, and the 


machine let the magazine go when it believed that it had properly reloaded the weapon. The 
magazine fell from the machine’s hand and hit the ground. 

The fox then looked over to the cat while the Zoff unit performed an HK slap on the air 
to see that Robby was still waving both of his hands in the air to cool them down. The fox, 
seeing that he should dispatch the machine before it shot the cat, drew his Glock 17 and aimed it 
at the machine. However, Lars stopped once he saw that the machine was not even holding 
anything at all: The Zoff unit’s hands were held as if it were holding a weapon, but there was 
simply nothing in its hands. The machine pointed a nonexistent firearm at Robby as it pulled a 
nonexistent trigger. The fox lowered his Glock slightly as he began to take a couple of steps 
towards the machine, but he did not put his pistol away. Lars approached the machine, and he 
stood just a few feet away from it as he lowered his Glock some more. The Zoff unit was in the 
same position it was before, still holding the invisible MP5, but it did not bother to try and 
reload. For all the Zoff unit knew, it had successfully reloaded its weapon, but it did not know 
that it was no longer holding its weapon. The machine did seem to understand that it needed to 
perform a reload in the first place; Otherwise, it would not have bothered to reload the weapon it 
no longer held. Lars looked at the masked face of the machine, and he saw that it was still trained 
on shooting Robby. The fox tried to get the cat’s attention, “Robby, watch out. I’m gonna shoot 
it.” 

The cat’s ears were still ringing from his head being so close to the receiving end of the 
weapon’s barrel, and he could hardly hear anything at all but a deafening ring, “What?!” Lars 
spoke up, “Out of the way!” The cat could still not hear the fox, so he yelled back, “I can’t 
fucking hear you!” Lars used his left hand to motion for Robby to move backwards, and after a 


couple seconds of processing the information, the cat finally pieced together what the fox was 


trying to tell him and moved back. Lars, however, pointed his Glock’s barrel at the CVC helmet 
which the machine wore. He knew that the round was not going to penetrate the Kevlar helmet, 
but he had something else in mind. The fox pulled the trigger and landed a round on the 
machine’s helmet, and he watched as the machine turned its attention to him and pointed its 
nonexistent MP5 at him before motioning a trigger pull. Robby spoke rather loudly, seeing that 
the machine did not fall over, but also because he could not hear his own voice, “You didn’t kill 
it!” Lars replied in a rather soft voice which Robby definitely could not hear, “I know.” 

The fox studied the machine as it did not bother to try and figure out why nothing was 
happening when it believed itself to be pulling the trigger. Lars expected for the machine to at 
least try and waste another magazine reloading the weapon it was not holding, but he was 
surprised to see that it only continued to attempt to fire the invisible MP5. The fox looked back 
towards the ground, and he saw the actual MP5 which still laid on the floor. After holstering his 
Glock, Lars picked up the weapon, and he carefully placed the pistol grip back in the right hand 
of the machine. As the fox was in the process of giving the weapon back to the machine, the cat 
yelled out, and he was not only yelling because his ears were still ringing, “What the fuck are 
you doing?! Why the fuck are you giving it a gun?!” Lars replied to Robby to try and calm him 
down, “I’m trying something. Hold on.” However, the fox’s words were not heard by the cat’s 
ringing ears, “What?!” Lars did not raise his voice; he knew that Robby would likely not hear 
him even if he tried to speak louder. Instead, the fox observed to see what the machine did. 
When he saw that nothing changed, he quickly racked the charging handle of the MP5. 

Racking the charging handle reset the MP5’s trigger, and with the trigger reset, the Zoff 
unit’s finger pulled the trigger and recognized that the weapon was out of ammunition. Lars saw 


that the machine’s left hand now moved up to grab the charging handle he had just pulled, and 


the fox quickly swiped the weapon out of the machine’s hands to prevent it from being able to 
successfully reload the weapon. After taking possession of the MP5 once again, Lars watched as 
the Zoff unit opened up another magazine pouch and produced another fresh magazine. The 
machine attempted to insert the magazine into a nonexistent magwell once again, but Lars 
quickly moved his feet back once he realized that the machine was going to drop the magazine 
on the floor. The fox was glad he moved his feet; the magazine landed on the floor right where 
his left foot would have been if he did not move it. After sighing in relief, the fox reached down 
to grab one of the two discarded magazines lying on the floor and returned to the cat. 

“What was that? What did you do?” Robby questioned Lars with a voice that sounded 
more normal; perhaps the cat could hear again. The fox spoke in his normal voice, “Trying to 
figure out how its AI works. Right now, it thinks it's still holding this gun.” Lars pulled the 
charging handle of the MP5 back until he could lock it into place for a reload, and he took his 
time as he inserted the discarded magazine into the submachine gun. Robby stared at the 
machine as it maintained a shooting stance with an invisible weapon, “It doesn’t have any other 
weapons?” The fox replied, “It does: All of them have a holstered Glock, but I haven’t seen any 
of them use it yet. I don’t think they’re programmed to switch to a secondary if the primary 
weapon still has an additional magazine left for it to use. I’m not really ready to see if that’s the 
case or not. It’s still got about six more magazines for the MP5, and I don’t want it to drop one of 
those magazines on my feet.” Robby did not understand much of what Lars said, but he did end 
up replying to the last statement the fox made, “Well, maybe you should start wearing some 
shoes then.” 

Before Lars could say anything else, he saw the machine suddenly stop and look 


upwards. The machine then looked back down at the two anthros, but it shifted its view from 


Lars to Robby before focusing back at Lars. After a couple seconds, the machine performed yet 
another reload on a nonexistent firearm before returning to the position it was in earlier, but it 
was shifting its atm back and forth across the two anthros. The Zoff unit finally stopped, and 
after a couple seconds, it mimed the motion of stowing away an MPS and promptly reached into 
its holster to grab its Glock 17. Lars saw that the machine was switching weapons, so he quickly 
switched the fire selector of the MPS he held into the fully-automatic position and gunned down 
the machine. The machine took a few rounds to the torso and head before collapsing, but Lars 
did not let go of the trigger until the MP5 depleted all of the rounds in its magazine. With the 
MP5 empty, the fox let go of the weapon and took a quick sigh of relief; he was not expecting 
the machine to suddenly behave differently. He had become rather complacent. 

“Fucking cunt!” The controller shouted as he slammed his desk. Frustrated that he missed 
out on yet another opportunity to eliminate the fox he spent many units trying to eliminate 
earlier, the controller slammed his desk several more times in frustration. After a few more 
seconds of being upset, the controller took a deep breath and immediately went back to switching 
through the different Zoff units as he tried to see if any of the other Zoff units had found 
anything to shoot out. The controller reached over to a red coffee mug on his desk with ‘What's 
Sleep?’ printed on it with white lettering before taking a sip of his coffee which had gone cold 
about an hour ago. The controller proceeded to manually assume control of a few Zoff units to 
check their surroundings before terminating his manual control and moving on to the many 
different units scattered throughout the campus. Though the controller was frustrated, he was 
only upset due to his own inability to eliminate the target. He did not truly care about his job to 


eliminate his targets; he only cared about his own ability to fight the fox. 


“Are your ears feeling any better?” Lars asked Robby. The cat replied, “They’re still 
ringing a bit, but it’s not as bad.” The fox nodded as he continued walking with the cat, “Yeah, 
it'll probably be like that for a few hours. You shouldn’t stand that close to a gun’s barrel like 
that, especially while it’s firing, for obvious reasons.” The cat knew the fox was right, but he did 
not want to admit it, “I think I can take ‘em on. Look at me: I got rid of the gun from his hands, 
didn’t I?” Lars reminded the cat of what occurred next, “And then you burned your hands on the 
barrel. Those barrels get really hot really quickly. They’re not really things you’d want to touch 
with your bare hands.” Robby was not sure what he would be able to say in response, so he 
looked to change the subject, “How come you waited to shoot it?” Lars already gave Robby the 
reason he waited to dismantle the machine, but he decided it would not hurt for him to repeat 
himself; After all, Robby may not have heard him the first time, “I was trying to see how their AI 
works. If we understand how they operate, then we can use what we know about them to our 
advantage.” Robby had another question on his mind, “What about when it went to grab its other 
gun? What happened there?” Lars shrugged, “I’m not too sure. It didn’t do that before, and it still 
had more magazines left in its tactical vest. Then again, right before it switched to a secondary 
weapon, it stopped to look up. If you want my honest opinion: I think someone may be enabling 
manual control.” 

Robby did not understand all of what Lars had said, but he used what he knew to try and 
fill in the gaps, “Someone’s playing it like a video game or something?” The analogy could have 
been better, but the fox still understood what the cat was trying to say, “Yeah, you could say that, 
I guess. Someone’s playing it like a video game, and I don’t know where that someone is.” 
Robby wasted no time trying to pump himself up for a physical confrontation with the unknown 


foe: Sending a fist into his palm, he confidently spoke, “Just you wait until I get my hands on 


him. That fucker’s gonna be dead.” The fox did not contest the cat’s confidence, but he still had 
one objection, “You’re going to have to find him first. Remote control means he could 
essentially be controlling them from anywhere.” The cat looked around the empty hallway as 
they walked down it, “You think he’s behind one of these doors?” Lars shook his head, “‘No, I 
don’t think so. It wouldn’t make much sense to have the guy controlling them in here. I’m not 
sure how strong their transceivers are, but if I had to take a guess, at the closest, the guy could be 
in the next town over. At the furthest, he could be in the next country over.” 

Robby’s face indicated that he was struck with surprise, “Really? Well, shit. I guess the 
fucker’s got himself some time until I find him, but his days are still numbered.” The fox really 
wanted to dissuade the cat from looking to personally be the one to kill the person controlling the 
Zoff, but he knew that there was nothing he would really be able to say to get his point across. 
Lars only replied with, “I guess he better watch his back, wherever he is.” Robby nodded, 
thinking that the fox was agreeing with him, “That’s fuckin’ right. He’ll know that I’m someone 
to be feared.” Taking what Robby said into consideration, Lars made a comment, “The machines 
weren’t afraid of you.” Robby began to argue with the fox, “They should be.” The fox 
questioned the cat, “Why should they?” Robby’s answer left much to be desired, “Because they 
should know I can fuck ‘em up real good.” Lars tried to remind Robby of what happened the last 
time he went up against an already dismantled Zoff unit, “And you couldn’t detach one of their 
arms from its socket.” The cat was running out of places to go in this conversation, so he resorted 
to insulting the fox, “Hey fuck you, bitch! You’re so scrawny that I could easily pop your arm 
out of its socket! And you’re a fox, too!” 

Before anything else could have been said, Lars and Robby both heard gunfire and 


stopped walking. The cat wanted to ask what he was hearing, but Lars already provided the 


answer, “Gunfire. Sounds like a shotgun. That might be Lewis or Leonard. We’d better go check 
it out.” Robby was confused, “Wait. How could you know that?” Lars began to walk at a more 
brisk pace as he went to unholster his Glock, “I know that ain’t what 9mm sounds like. ve 
heard plenty of that today, and I know it’s not a rifle; they don't sound the same.” Robby saw that 
Lars was not slowing down for him, so he increased his walking speed as well to try and keep up 
with the fox. The cat did have a few more questions he would like to ask the fox, but he decided 
that the current point in time would not be the best time to actually ask questions. He was mainly 
focused on keeping up with the fox’s rather quick brisk walk which turned into a jog within the 
next few seconds. Robby had no trouble keeping up with the fox; he was physically fit, but he 
was not sure what sort of situation he was expecting to encounter. Lars was also not too 
confident in what he was expecting to see, but he was hoping that if someone needed some help, 
he would not be too late. 

Upon reaching the scene of the disturbance, Lars saw Chef Mike holding a Fostech 
Origin-12 fitted with a drum magazine firing away at some Zoff units, complete with his chef 
outfit. After all of the machines fell to the blasts from the shotgun, the raccoon dog turned 
around to face the two anthros who had moved into the hall with him. Chef Mike was quick to 
recognize that Lars and Robby were not machines, and he smiled as he lowered the barrel of his 
shotgun, “Hah! How’s it going, guys?” Though the cat did not remember the name of the 
raccoon dog he had just met the previous day, the fox spoke up with the name of the chef, “Hey, 
Chef Mike. Was that you shooting?” The rather rotund raccoon dog nodded his head, “Heh — 
Yup. That’s right. I’ve taken down quite a few of ‘em today. If I were keepin’ track, I’d reckon 
I’ve downed ‘bout thirty of ‘em.” Lars spoke and looked past the dismantled Zoff units which 


now littered the floor, “I heard shooting and thought Lewis or Leonard were engaged in a 


firefight. Say, you haven’t seen them around, have you?” Keeping his finger on the trigger, Chef 
Mike recklessly swung his shotgun over his shoulder with his right hand as he stopped to think 
for a second, “Lewis and Leonard? Hmmm... You mean the wolf and the coyote fellers, right?” 

Lars nodded, confirming that both he and the raccoon dog were thinking about the same 
people, “Yeah, that’s them. Have you seen them?” Chef Mike spent a few more seconds in 
silence before delivering his answer, “Naw. I ain’t think I’ve seen ‘em ‘round here today.” The 
fox then became curious as to the whereabouts of the other staff member at Furryton Academy, 
“What about Mr. Cox? Do you know where he is?” The raccoon dog nodded and smiled, 
“Yessiree. Lemme just call “em up real quick for ya.” Still holding the automatic shotgun over 
his shoulder with his finger on the trigger, Chef Mike turned around to look at one of the closed 
doors and called out, “Hey Dick! We got two of your students over here!” The next moments 
were consumed by silence, but it did not take long for one of the doors to open and for a maned 
wolf wielding a Taran Tactical Innovations Benelli M2 Ultimate to emerge from one of the side 
rooms. The maned wolf adjusted his battered glasses with his right hand while holding the 
shotgun’s foregrip with his left hand, “O-Oh. Uhh... You guys are alright?” Lars nodded his 
head, “Yeah. We’re alright. We’re just looking for Leonard and Lewis.” Mr. Cox reached into 
his pocket of his ill-fitting pants with his right hand to pull out two shotgun shells before 
inserting them into the shotgun’s magazine. The maned wolf then replied, “Uhh... I don’t know 
where they are.” Robby was becoming impatient, and he was beginning to become suspicious of 
the staff members, “Are you guys gonna tell us what the fuck is going on in here?” 

Chef Mike and Mr. Cox were not sure of what to say to the cat; they did not have 
anything to do with the Zoff. The maned wolf spoke, “Uhm... Well. This is what I was talking 


about. You know? The uhh...forces attacking our school. Erm... Yeah?” Thanks to Mr. Cox’s 


exceedingly underwhelming speaking skills, Robby was only becoming more and more 
suspicious of Furryton Academy’s staff. It did not take long for the cat to directly accuse the 
maned wolf of sending the Zoff to attack the school, “You sent them here, you bastard!” Mr. Cox 
shook his head, “N-No. I... We didn’t do that.” Robby was not impressed, “Bullshit! We came to 
this school because you expected us to die and you know damn well that’s why this dump is 
fucking so cheap to go to!” Before Mr. Cox could say anything in response, Lars spoke up, “This 
isn’t the time to have an argument. We still need to eliminate all of the Zoff units left roaming 
the school. They’re not going to destroy themselves.” Robby, Chef Mike, and Mr. Cox all froze 
as they heard what the fox had called the machines. Mr. Cox was the first one to question the 
fox’s name for the machines, “Uhh... Zoff?” 

Lars began to explain the name he had for the machines, “Yeah, that’s what I’ve been 
calling them. It started as XOF, an abbreviation for “eXcessive Overt Force’, but Leonard 
objected to using an acronym to refer to them by. That’s why I kept what we had, but I just 
pronounced it phonetically. That’s where we came up with Zoff.” Mr. Cox adjusted his worn 
glasses yet again as he commented on the name, “That’s uh... Kinda creative, yeah? Who erm... 
are they exactly?” Lars was expecting for Mr. Cox to at least be somewhat familiar with their 
adversaries, but then again, maybe Mr. Cox was telling the truth about not knowing anything 
useful about the Zoff. The fox tried to explain the situation without having to go too much in 
depth, “They’re machines made to look humanoid. I’m not sure where they’re from or who sent 
them, but I think they came in on those helicopters that flew in to the school earlier. Their AI 
isn’t that advanced, but I think someone may be assuming manual control of them. I’m not sure 
who is controlling them.” Robby was still ready to accuse Mr. Cox, “Yeah? Well, I think it’s this 


fucker right here controlling them!” 


Lars wanted to know why Robby threw his accusation out so quickly, ““What makes you 
think he’s controlling them?” The cat replied, pointing at the door which the maned wolf initially 
emerged from, “Right there! He came out of that door! I betcha that the control room or nerve 


1? 


center is in there!” The fox knew there was only one way to find out if Robby's accusation held 
any weight, “Well. If nobody has any objection, I’m going to go and see what’s in the room Mr. 
Cox came out from.” The hallway fell silent as nobody had anything else to add. Lars nodded 
after a few seconds of silence, and he slowly made his way to the room which the maned wolf 
came from. Before entering the room, Lars looked over to the other three anthros to see if they 
had anything else to say, but since nobody had anything to say, the fox opened the door and 
entered the room to quickly search it. 

The search lasted only a few seconds before Lars emerged from the room with the 
verdict, “There’s nothing in there.” Robby was in disbelief, “What? Nothing in there?!” Lars 
nodded as he looked at the cat, “That’s right. There’s nothing in there.” Robby was still 
unwilling to accept Lars’ verdict, he was a fox after all, “Fucking foxes can’t be trusted. Let me 
go check!” The fox stepped aside to give the cat a clear route to enter the room, ““Nobody’s 
stopping you. Go ahead.” The cat wasted no time going into the room hoping to find a ton of 
computer equipment. However, Robby quickly discovered that though society commonly 
stereotyped foxes as liars, Lars seemed to be the exception to the stereotype: There was truly 
nothing in the room. Robby emerged from the room with a disgruntled look on his face; he was 
hoping that the case would be solved and that he would not have to worry about fighting 
someone whom he had no knowledge of. Lars did not say anything to the upset cat, and he let 
him exit the room without doing anything to impede his path. Robby went over to the wall on the 


other side of the hall and looked out the window overlooking the central courtyard of the 


campus. There, Robby saw some Zoff units walking around the courtyard, but none of them were 
aware of the anthros’ presence. Frustrated, the cat delivered a punch into the window, shattering 
it, and leaving his hand bloodied from glass cutting it. 

Lars shook his head, “Robby, c’mon. We don’t need to be doing that. You’re going to 
need that hand to take on the Zoff.” The cat turned around to face the fox directly before angrily 
yelling at him, “I don’t fucking care, okay! To hell with all of this shit! I want to get the fuck out 
of here right fucking now!” With all that being said, Robby began to walk off down the hall 
alone. Lars wanted to step in and do something about the cat, but he knew that he would not be 
able to physically stop him; one thing the cat said was undoubtedly true: He would easily be able 
to pop Lars’ scrawny little arm out of its socket. The fox only called out to the cat to try and 
convince him to return, “Robby! You don’t want to go out there alone! You don’t even have a 
weapon! Come back and we’ll work this out!”” Unfortunately, Lars’ pleas fell on deaf ears as 
Robby only continued to go further and further down the hall until he was out of sight from 
turning the corner. 

Lars shook his head once again as he began to take a couple steps down the hall before 
stopping. The fox called out one last time, “Robby, please! We’ll make it if we stick together!” 
Chef Mike placed his left hand on the fox’s shoulder, “Easy now. He’s made his choice. There 
ain’t no stopping him now.” The fox sighed as he looked towards the floor. Though he knew that 
Robby was a liability to the group being unable to proficiently use firearms, he still did not want 
him to leave the group. Lars wanted everybody to make it out of Furryton Academy alive, and he 
knew that by Robby going out on his own, the cat was significantly decreasing his chances of 
escaping the school with his life. Though Robby was out of the picture, Lars was still looking in 


the direction the cat went. The fox wanted to run and see if he could still find the cat, but he 


knew that even if he were to find Robby, he would still not be able to do anything. Even if he 
could use physical force to make the cat return to the group, he still would not be too happy with 
having to use it. Lars knew that the cat would not want to be held against his will, and even if 
they could get him under control, Robby would not be too willing to help the group. After all, it 
was Robby who casted out the first accusations without any substantial basis to support them. 
There was simply nothing he could do for the cat at this point. 

Mr. Cox spoke next, already forgetting about the gray wolf and the coyote, “So, uh. Who 
were you supposed to be looking for again?” Looking at the inept president, Lars replied, “I’m 
looking for Leonard and Lewis.” The maned wolf shook his head after adjusting his tattered 
glasses yet again, “Uhh... No... Ummm... Yeah, I don’t think I’ve seen them. Do you know 
where you last saw them?” Lars could answer the maned wolf’s question, “Yeah. I left them in 
the armory. Do you know the fastest way to get back there from here?” Mr. Cox nodded to Lars, 
“Yeah, yeah, sure. Uhh... I can take you there. Follow me, I guess, but before we go, do you 
need a bigger gun or something?” The fox raised an eyebrow, “A bigger gun? What do you 
have?” Mr. Cox opened the door next to the one he came out of and waved Lars to come in with 
him. When the fox entered the room, he saw a few racks of guns. The fox commented on the 
many gun racks stocked with plenty of firearms, “Good golly. This isn’t another armory?” Mr. 
Cox shook his head, “Uh, no. This one’s not a second armory. This is just for some extra guns 
and stuff which we found lying around in some other rooms.” Though Lars wanted to question 
what the maned wolf meant when he said ‘extra guns and stuff we found lying around in some 
other rooms’, he felt that arming himself with a larger weapon would be more beneficial for his 
current situation. The fox approached the racks and considered his selection of firearms. He 


would need a moment to decide which weapon he wanted to use. 


Chapter 8 


Thin the Ranks 


The controller assumed manual control of yet another Zoff unit after losing the unit he 
was last using. Seeing that the staff of Furryton Academy was now actively fighting within the 
school, the controller was having an even more difficult time keeping up with the fight. Many 
Zoff units had been destroyed, and once again, the controller was unable to land a single shot on 
Lars. The fox was now armed with a Bravo Company BCM4 fitted with a Taran Tactical 
Innovations TR-1 Ultimate upper receiver. The customized AR-15 was quite the upgrade when 
compared to the Heckler & Koch MPS the fox had grabbed from some of the downed Zoff units; 
it was able to down a Zoff unit with only one or two shots to the torso. Chef Mike and Mr. Cox 
still kept their shotguns, and since the Zoff units lacked armor in their empty plate carriers, the 
shotgun rounds were able to make short work of the machines. The controller would find the trio 
as they progressed through the school, but he would have to find a new Zoff unit and try and find 
his way back to his targets’ last known location before he would have another attempt at an 
engagement. All of the machines he controlled ended up getting gunned down relatively quickly. 

Mr. Cox was the one who was leading the group; he knew the layout of Furryton 
Academy better than anybody else on campus, and he was in the process of getting Lars and 


Chef Mike to the armory where Lewis and Leonard were still hiding. Taking a corner, Mr. Cox 


came upon a lone Zoff unit in the hall, and he quickly raised his shotgun and pulled the trigger, 
discharging his firearm directly into the torso of the machine. Mr. Cox figured it out that he 
should not aim for the head since his shotgun would not be able to reliably penetrate it, but Lars 
did not pick a specific spot to shoot; he knew that his rifle chambered in 5.56mm would be able 
to rip right through any Kevlar armor. Watching the Zoff unit collapse from its damage, Lars 
looked down the canted Trijicon RMR sight that was set apart from the magnified Trijicon 
Accupoint mounted on the AR-15’s upper receiver. Seeing that the machine which the maned 
wolf shot at was indeed destroyed, Lars kept the safety of his rifle engaged, and he continued 
down the hall with the only two staff members of Furryton Academy. 

“Say, kid. Are you familiar with these guns or sumthin’?” Chef Mike spoke to Lars as he 
studied the way in which the fox walked with his rifle in hand. Lars briefly lowered his rifle and 
looked over to the raccoon dog to answer his question, “You could say that. My dad taught me a 
lot about them.” Chef Mike asked another question, “And what does your dad do for a living?” 
Lars provided an answer to the chef’s second question, “My dad used to be a military contractor. 
He had his own company, too. That was until 2028 when it got taken down by some really bad 
people. He ended up making his company into a gun store, but then that got taken down as well 
by a related group of bad people. Nowadays, my dad works with his best friend at a local store.” 
Chef Mike raised an eyebrow, “Your dad’s best friend? Who might that be?” Lars replied, “He’s 
a gray wolf, an Australian. He looks and sounds a lot like Leonard, and they even have the same 
surname. He met my dad in Alaska while he was doing one of his private security jobs.” 

The conversation was interrupted by Mr. Cox shooting two Zoff units which quickly 
popped out from around a corner. The maned wolf flipped his Benelli M2 upside down as he 


loaded a few shells into it to replenish the shells he had fired. Mr. Cox reached into his pockets 


to tactilely get a rough estimate regarding the number of shells he still had available, and he 
announced his findings out loud, “Uhh... If I hit all my shots, I think I have enough ammo for 
about thirty of them. Yeah... So, uh... Do you guys have enough ammo?” Lars ejected the 
PMAG that was seated in his BCM4, and he looked at the rounds contained in the magazine. The 
fox could not see how many rounds he had remaining in total, but he was able to see that he had 
at least two rounds in his rifle’s current magazine. Lars inserted the magazine back into his AR- 
15, and he then used his left hand to feel the ammunition pouches around his belt. While he was 
in the secondary armament room, Lars found a box of assorted magazine pouches, and he 
swapped out a good chunk of his Glock magazines for a set of four PMAGs. He still kept his 
Glock 17, but he only had three spare magazines for it: Two magazines he kept on his belt, and 
one magazine was held in the integrated magazine pouch on his holster. Lars did not want to 
abandon his customized AR-15, so he wanted to be rather conservative with his rifle 
ammunition. He did not have a sling for his rifle, so if he were to run out of ammunition for it, he 
would basically be carrying dead weight. With no way to stow away his rifle, he would have to 
either drop it or hold it in one hand to use his handgun. 

Chef Mike, on the other hand, had an easy time determining how much ammunition was 
left in his firearm: All the raccoon dog did was tilt the weapon to the side enough for him to see 
the shotgun shells held in the rather large drum magazine. Chef Mike was not carrying a spare 
magazine, but he did have plenty of loose shotgun shells in his pockets. Unlike Mr. Cox, Chef 
Mike did not feel the need to replenish any of the rounds he fired. His drum magazine still held 
plenty of shotgun shells, and he also let Mr. Cox do most of the work by shooting the machines 
for him. The raccoon dog announced the rough estimate of his remaining ammunition, though it 


was not too definitive, “I got plenty.” Lars was the last to give his report, and he tried to work 


out a more concrete number to give by mentally tallying up the ammunition he had not used 
combined with the few rounds he did fire, “I have at least 120 rounds for my AR-15, and I have 
51 rounds for my Glock.” Mr. Cox acknowledged Lars and Chef Mike, “Y-yeah. We should be 
good enough for now. Uh... Let’s just stick together or something.” 

Walking next to a window, Lars looked outside, and he could see some Zoff units 
standing in the center courtyard of the campus. The fox asked a question, “Shouldn’t we get rid 
of the Zoff out there?” Mr. Cox stopped; he was still unfamiliar with the terminology the fox 
used to refer to the machines, “Uh... What?” Chef Mike stopped as well, and he put two and two 
together rather quickly, “Uh, Dick, I think he’s talking about the robots.” Mr. Cox saw that his 
glasses were in the process of sliding down his face once again, so he pushed them back up 
before taking a look through the window for himself. The maned wolf squinted as he looked at 
the courtyard; his glasses made it a bit difficult for him to get a completely clear picture of far 
objects, but it was still more effective than looking without his glasses. Mr. Cox could see the 
machines in the courtyard, but he was just not able to get a super clear picture of them. The 
maned wolf turned to Chef Mike for assistance, “Those are the machines out there, right?” The 
raccoon dog nodded his head in such a way that demonstrated a growing feeling of annoyance, 
“Yes, Dick. There are machines in the courtyard.” Mr. Cox realized what Lars was talking about, 
but his speech sounded rather inconfident, “Oh, oh, oh. Erm... Yeah, I think I see what you mean 
now. Yeah...” Lars decided that he should directly ask Mr. Cox for permission to engage, “Can I 
get rid of them?” Mr. Cox looked at the glass windows: While many windows around the 
campus were destroyed, the specific row of windows they were standing before were still intact. 

The maned wolf pressed his hand up against the glass to make sure that it was indeed 


intact, and after waiting for a few moments for a response he did not receive, Lars asked his 


question once again, “So, can I shoot them?” Mr. Cox finally gave a response, but it did not 
make too much sense, “Uh... I don’t want more of the school to get busted up.” Before the fox 
could say anything, Chef Mike spoke up, “Dick, the school’s already trashed up big time. 
Knocking out a window or two ain’t gonna make much of a difference.” The maned wolf’s face 
clearly indicated that he was quite reluctant to allow Lars to open fire, but at the same time, he 
took into consideration the fact that they still needed to eliminate as many machines as they 
could. Chef Mike, seeing that Mr. Cox was too slow to respond again, spoke up once more to try 
and reason with the maned wolf, “Would you rather get rid of ‘em now, or have to deal with 
them later?” Mr. Cox’s next answer was rather illogical; the maned wolf scratched the back of 
his neck with his left hand as he replied, “Uh... I-I’d rather deal with them later.” 

Chef Mike’s patience was running out, and the raccoon dog started to raise his voice a 
little bit, “What? No! Are you insane, Dick? We don’t want them roaming around the school. We 
don’t wanna see one of us gettin’ ambushed when we least expect it. We can see ‘em out there in 
the courtyard right now, and we have a clear shot on ‘em. Is the value of a window really your 
biggest problem right now?” While a miniature debate erupted, Lars looked back over to the 
courtyard to see that though most of the Zoff units were stationary, one of them started moving 
around. The fox spoke up as he saw one of the machines start walking, “Guys, one of them is on 
the move.” However, Lars’ statement was not heard by either of the two Furryton staff members. 
The fox looked over to the two anthros beginning to raise their voices at one another, and he then 
looked back outside to see that the machine was now moving closer and closer to one of the 
school’s entrances. Seeing that he would not get a definite answer anytime soon, Lars understood 


that the choice was now his to make. The fox looked down at the BCM Gunfighter buttstock on 


his AR-15 before he looked back up to the window, but he did take a moment to listen in to the 
debate one last time before making his decision. 

“Do you know how much money we already need to repair this school? A-Another 
window busted means that it’s something else we’re going to have to pay for! It’s especially a 
problem considering that we already have to replace --” The maned wolf’s rant was interrupted 
by the sound of glass shattering. Lacking a bipod on his AR-15, Lars sat the handguard of his 
rifle on the windowsill, and he stepped backwards until the BCM vertical foregrip attached 
underneath the handguard collided with the windowsill to provide stabilization. The fox used his 
left arm to hold the buttstock in a pseudo-sniper shooting stance as he looked through his 
magnified sight at the Zoff machine progressing towards the school. Lars’ target was on the 
move, and he was roughly one hundred and fifty meters away from his target. After doing some 
haphazard calculations in his head, Lars pulled the trigger, but his round landed directly in front 
of the machine; the fox led his target too much, but he did successfully guess how high he had to 
aim to hit his target. Since his rifle was semi-automatic, Lars did not spend a lot of time getting 
ready to fire on his target again. The fox took another shot, leading his target less, and the round 
he fired struck the machine directly in the slide of its torso. The machine let out a few visible 
sparks before it collapsed to the ground. 

Losing yet another machine, the controller grunted as he took a sip of his cold coffee 
once again. Feeling his anger build up, the controller balled up his hand into a fist and squeezed 
his hand as hard as he could to deal with some of the anger he was feeling, but his agitation had 
only been getting worse. At the current point in time, there were only one hundred and twenty 
Zoff units left. By the time the controller put his coffee mug back down, he looked back at the 


screen listing the number of operational Zoff units, and he saw that the number was dropping. 


After about every ten seconds, another Zoff unit would go offline, and seeing that the number of 
remaining machines was now one hundred and nine, the controller flipped through the units to 
try and find one that was able to see what was happening. After searching the different machine 
perspectives for a few moments, the controller finally assumed control of a Zoff unit in the 
courtyard, but the machine was quickly destroyed within five seconds of manual control. The 
controller took another sip of his coffee while trying not to let his anger get the best of him, and 
when he looked back at the screen, he saw that the camera automatically switched to the next 
available Zoff unit, which also was out in the courtyard. The controller saw a muzzle flash 
appear in a window on the third story of Furryton Academy before the camera feed was lost. The 
controller now knew where he had to go. 

After taking two more shots, Lars found that his magazine was now empty. The fox 
pressed the magazine release button, and he moved his unprotected feet backwards to prevent the 
polymer magazine from landing on his feet and causing pain. Lars opened one of the magazine 
pouches on his belt, and he produced another thirty round PMAG before inserting it into the 
lower receiver of his BCM4 and pressing the bolt release button to chamber a round. Looking 
through the Trijicon Accupoint at the courtyard, Lars could not see any other Zoff units around. 
The fox spoke; he was the first one to speak ever since he busted out the window, “There we go. 
We have a few less machines to worry about now.” Chef Mike looked at Mr. Cox’s facial 
expression: The maned wolf’s face reflected cognitive dissonance. Forsaking the argument that 
had previously commenced, the raccoon dog gave the maned wolf a playful slap on the back, 
“See, Dick? It ain’t that hard, now is it? Sometimes, you gotta take out a window or two to get 
things done around here.” Lars noticed that Mr. Cox did not look happy, but he remained silent; 


he wanted the maned wolf to speak first. Mr. Cox only closed his eyes and shook his head, 


“Agh... That’s gonna be... It’s something else we’re going to have to replace. We can’t afford 
this.” Chef Mike replied to Mr. Cox’s statement, “Dick, I don’t think it would be worth it to fix 
up this damned school even if we had the money.” 

Before anything else could be said, gunfire suddenly erupted. Lars heard a couple rounds 
whizz by his head, and he immediately dove for cover, though there was nothing to take cover 
behind in the school’s empty hallway. Chef Mike and Mr. Cox were both startled by the sudden 
gunfire as a Zoff unit moved into the hall, shooting its MP5 while running forwards. The gunfire 
suddenly ceased, though; The MP5’s magazine was out of ammunition. The machine began the 
process of reloading the MP5 by locking the charging handle back and ejecting the empty 
magazine, but it continued moving closer and closer to the three anthros. The Zoff unit then did 
something unexpected: It let go of the MP5 as it was reloading, and before it could grab a spare 
magazine out of the pouch on its tactical vest, it reached down into its holster and pulled out its 
Glock 17. Chef Mike and Mr. Cox were still disoriented, so their shotgun blasts did not connect 
with the machine still walking at a steady pace towards the three anthros. The Zoff unit held its 
Glock out and aimed it towards Lars, but before it could fire a shot, the fox returned fire with his 
AR-15, hitting the Zoff unit twice in the torso and once in the head. The machine’s helmet 
deformed as the bullet ripped through it, and the machine collapsed, though it was already 
destroyed before it received damage to the head. As the machine fell to the ground, its Glock 
fired multiple times; However, the rounds fired by the Glock only struck the walls, the ceiling, 
and even one of the other windows which had not been broken yet. 

“Fucking cunts! You’re fucking shitting me here, aren’t you? What the fuck is this shit?!” 
The controller vocalized his agitation as his latest attempt to take out his targets resulted in 


failure yet again. The controller looked at his coffee mug, and he went to take another sip, but he 


found that there was no more coffee left in his mug. Needing something to take his anger out on, 
the controller picked up his coffee mug and threw it at the nearest wall. The ceramic mug 
shattered, and the controller looked back to the monitor displaying the remaining Zoff units, and 
he was not feeling too confident that he would be able to eliminate Lars, let alone any of his 
other targets. Taking a brief moment to crack his knuckles, the controller went back to the 
manual control module, and he browsed the remaining machines to see if there were any other 
available units on or near the third floor. Even though the majority of the machines were now 
offline, the controller still had a fairly decent stock of units left, and he was determined to put as 
many of them as he could to good use. 

Lars took another look at the courtyard of Furryton Academy, and he could see that it 
was now completely clear of operational Zoff units. The fox lowered his AR-15 and turned back 
around to face the Furryton staff, “Those are all of the Zoff I can see here. We'd better get going. 
I have a feeling that somebody is controlling them. I think he knows where we are.” Mr. Cox 
was a bit skeptical, but he did not protest against proceeding further into the school, “Uhh... 
What makes you say that?” The fox replied, making sure his rifle’s selector was set to safe, “You 
saw that one machine that charged at us? It didn’t behave like the rest. I’ve taken down at least a 
few scores of them, and not one of the Al-controlled units drew a handgun and interrupted the 
reload process.” The maned wolf did not quite understand what the fox was saying, “Erm... 
What?” Lars tried to simplify his explanation, “I think somebody is sitting somewhere and taking 
manual control of the machines.” Mr. Cox now understood what Lars was saying, but he was 
lost yet again, seeming to just disregard everything Lars had just said, “How can you tell?” The 


fox had already answered the question, but he decided to restate his answer in simpler terms, 


hoping that the maned wolf would understand what he was talking about, “The AI-controlled 
machines do not act the same as the ones controlled by a person.” 

Thankfully, Mr. Cox was beginning to see what the fox was saying, though some of the 
details were still a bit fuzzy for him to understand, “And how can you tell this? Do they look 
different or something?” Lars answered the question, trying to answer it in the simplest terms he 
could think of to try and ensure that he would not have to repeat himself again, “They do not 
outwardly look any different. What I am saying is that they act differently when they are under 
manual control.” The maned wolf was lost yet again, “What?” Chef Mike tried to explain things 
so Lars did not have to try a different approach of explanation, “Dick, what he’s saying is that 
they all look the same, but some of them do things that the rest don’t.” Chef Mike’s attempt at 
clarification only seemed to have the opposite effect on Mr. Cox, “They do what now?” The 
raccoon dog tried to restate things again, trying not to lose his patience again, “Dick, the guy 
controlling them makes them do things that are special, alright? Lars figured out the pattern, so 
he knows what to look for.” 

The concept was not entirely clear to the maned wolf, but what he did understand was 
that he was approaching the limit of Chef Mike’s patience. Mr. Cox decided he would ask Lars 
another question, trying to word it differently so that it would not get intercepted by Chef Mike 
again, “So, Lars. What have you noticed about the machines being uh... controlled?” Lars 
answered the question, “I?ll tell you this: If you see one of them holding a pistol, it’s not 
operating autonomously: A person controlling it has to manually switch to the pistol.” The 
maned wolf gave an unconfident nod; he would like to believe that he was understanding what 
the fox was saying, but at the same time, he was still not sure if he was getting everything. Mr. 


Cox spoke again, “So, uhh... Is there anything else we should look out for?” Lars said, ““The 


machines are unable to traverse obstacles, even if they are minor obstacles that a person could 
reasonably overcome. If you place a small barrier in front of them, they will never step over it by 
themselves. This includes the fallen remains of their cohorts. When being manually controlled, 
the machines will be able to walk on top of obstacles.” 

The fox may have provided too much information in such a small amount of time; Mr. 
Cox was having a hard time keeping up with what Lars was telling him again, “Uhhh... Y-yeah? 
Okay?” Chef Mike could tell that Mr. Cox still did not understand what Lars was saying, but 
instead of paraphrasing the fox’s words, the raccoon dog decided to provide a response that 
would hopefully end this bout of confusion, “Look, Dick, Lars will let you know when there’s a 
machine being controlled manually. Ain’t that right, Lars?” The fox realized that he was being 
voluntold to tell them whenever he sees a Zoff unit under manual control, but he still decided to 
accept Chef Mike’s informal order, “Yeah, sure. I can let you guys know. However, we’ ll 
probably have to wait until they get close. It’s kinda hard to tell when they’re far away; I don’t 
know how close you have to be for them to start shooting at you by themselves.” 

After Lars finished speaking, the group turned a corner and encountered a group of five 
Zoff units, but they were all facing away from them. Chef Mike raised his Origin-12 and opened 
fire without hesitation, promptly dismantling two of the machines. The three remaining machines 
stopped in their tracks and went to turn around, but they were rather slow at doing so. While they 
were turning around, Mr. Cox raised his Benelli M2 and fired one shot, destroying the Zoff unit 
in the center of the three units and sending it to the floor. Lars disengaged the safety on his AR- 
15 and quickly dispatched the remaining two machines by aiming down the canted RMR sight 
on his rifle. Lars scored headshots on his two targets, and even if they were not wearing helmets 


composed of aramid fibers, the 5.56mm rounds would still easily rip right through their artificial 


heads. Given the close proximity of the group to the Zoff units they were fighting, the rifle 
rounds Lars fired changed their trajectory rather sharply upon entering through the helmet of the 
Zoff and exiting through the other side of the helmet after passing through the insides of the 
robotic head. As they exited, the rifle rounds landed in the ceiling, but they were not close 
enough for the group to notice. 

“Were any of those guys manually controlled?” Mr. Cox asked the fox. Lars replied, “I 
don’t reckon so. They didn’t even get a chance to fire back.” Chef Mike made a comment, 
“Maybe the guy controlling them just didn’t have a chance to fire back? I mean, we came up to 
them from behind.” Lars was open to the idea of having gotten the drop on a manually operated 
Zoff unit, but he was not going to assume that he took another one of them down, “I dunno. 
Either way, I didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. You need a bit more than seven seconds to 
really give a definite answer for something like that.” Chef Mike became curious as the topic of 
the Zoff came up again, “Say, how many of them can the dude control at one time?” Lars did not 
know the answer, but he did provide the information that was available to him, “I’m not entirely 
sure, but from my own observations, I’ve seen no more than one manually-controlled machine at 
a single point in time. Right now, I want to say there is only one person controlling them, but if 
there are more, then I would be open to such a possibility.” 

Just then, a Zoff unit wielding a Glock 17 ran up from behind the group and began to fire; 
the shots landed just a few inches away from Lars before the fox took a knee, spun around, and 
landed two shots in the machine’s torso. The machine collapsed while still shooting its Glock, 
and it continued to fire until the handgun’s magazine was depleted and the slide locked back. 
With another machine destroyed, Lars spoke and retracted his previous statement, “Y’know, 


maybe you can tell in just the span of seven seconds. That one was definitely manually- 


controlled.” Mr. Cox and Chef Mike were too slow to witness the machine as it charged in 
behind them, so they did not really see what made this particular unit different from the other 
robots they had encountered. Mr. Cox was the first to present an inquiry, “Uhh... W-What did 
that one do?” The fox replied with the simplest observation, “Well for one, that machine was 
using its pistol.” Chef Mike wanted to know more, “Anything else?” Lars nodded and spoke, 
“Yeah. That one was significantly more proficient when compared to your standard unit.” Chef 
Mike decided he would accept the fox’s word without asking for more details at the moment; he 
did not want the maned wolf to start asking more questions, “Alright. I guess you know what to 
look for.” 

Mr. Cox pushed his worn glasses up to his face yet again, “So, uhh... Are we just gonna 
stay here, or are we gonna keep going?” Lars gave a quick nod before he said, “Ready when you 
are.” The maned wolf started walking with his shotgun still in his hands, and the other two 
anthros followed him. Mr. Cox reached into his pants pocket to find some more shotgun shells, 
but he decided against loading any more shells into his weapon for the time being. Chef Mike 
was still using the same drum magazine in his Origin-12 that he started with. Not once did he 
stop to load more shells into the magazine. He still lacked additional magazines for his own 
shotgun; not only did he not have much of a means to carry the magazine, he also felt as if he did 
not need another magazine even if he had the pouches to carry magazines in. The raccoon dog 
felt that if he really needed to load more shells into his weapon, he could just remove the 
magazine and load more shells into it before inserting it back into the shotgun. 

Lars had used up an entire magazine sniping the Zoff units populating the courtyard of 
Furryton Academy, but he still had a few magazines left for his BCM4. The fox also knew that 


even if he were to deplete the ammunition for his primary weapon, he still had a Glock 17 sitting 


in a holster with four magazines to use. The fox was rather thankful that the fabric holster which 
the Zoff units carried had the means to hold one extra Glock magazine without the need for a 
dedicated pistol mag pouch. The group continued in silence, but it was not long until Chef Mike 
spoke to Lars again, “Hey, kid. How many of those manually-controlled robots have you taken 
on so far?” The fox replied, “I’ve taken down a fair chunk of them. I want to guess about fifteen 
or twenty.” The raccoon dog was moderately impressed, “Looks like you’ve got this down, eh? 
Are those all of the machines you’ve shot today?” Lars shook his head before replying with a bit 
of an underestimate, “No. I want to say I’ve taken down at least fifty. Those fifteen are just the 
ones I am confident are manually-controlled.” 

The conversation was once again interrupted by the group seeing another group of Zoff 
units approaching from the other side of the hallway. Thanks to the maned wolf’s rather poor 
eyesight even with glasses, Chef Mike was the first to notice the machines and speak, “Ah, 
damn. Watch out, Dick!” Mr. Cox was not quite sure what the raccoon dog was talking about, 
and instead of moving out of the way, he cluelessly started to speak, “Wha? What? What’s going 
on?” Seeing the Zoff units beginning to raise their MP5s as they continued to walk towards the 
group, Chef Mike rushed forward to physically move Mr. Cox out of the way. Lars had noticed 
the Zoff units as they approached as well, and once the two anthros were out of the way, the fox 
quickly raised his rifle, flipped the fire selector off of safe, quickly sighted in his targets with his 
magnified optic, and he pulled the trigger accordingly until all seven of the approaching 
machines fell to the ground. With another small wave of machines now out of commission, the 
fox safetied his weapon yet again and tried to mentally count the number of rounds he had 
remaining in his rifle’s magazine. Lars still had three full magazines left in the pouches he had 


on his belt, and he took a guess that he had a little under half a magazine left of ammunition in 


his rifle at the moment. Just to be sure, the fox briefly ejected his magazine and examined the 
loading ramp to just make sure that he had at least two rounds loaded before inserting it back into 
his rifle. He was beginning to wish that he grabbed some PMAGs with the plastic windows to 
see the remaining ammunition. 

Due to the hallway erupting in gunfire again, Mr. Cox tried to catch his bearings as he 
was deafened by the noise and unable to properly see thanks to Chef Mike knocking his glasses 
down his face as he had pushed him out of the line of fire. The maned wolf was now walking 
slowly as he tried to adjust his glasses once more, but this time, he held his Benelli M2 in his left 
armpit. After getting his glasses back to where they were supposed to be, Mr. Cox grabbed his 
shotgun to carry it normally again, and with his ears no longer ringing as loudly as they were 
about half a minute ago, he said, “Agh... Was that necessary, Mike?” Chef Mike nodded, “Uh- 
yeah. I’d think so. If I didn’t come there to move you out of the way, you would’ve probably 
been gunned down.” Mr. Cox knew that the raccoon dog did have a point, but he presented a 
counter-argument, “Couldn’t you have just let the fox deal with them?” Chef Mike shrugged, 
“Maybe, but I think gettin’ you out of the way first would’ve been better. Less of an opportunity 
for you to get shot.” 

The environment was now becoming more and more familiar to the fox, “We must be 
getting close.” Mr. Cox confirmed the fox’s observation; he knew the school’s layout way more 
than Lars did, “Y-yeah. We are very close now. Uh... We should be there in a little under a 
minute.” Lars was beginning to think about what all happened earlier, “Gosh, I shouldn’t have 
left them in there like that. I hope they’re alright.” Mr. Cox wanted to be optimistic, but it was 
not exactly in his nature to behave in such a manner, “I hope there’s — not too much of a mess to 


clean up in there. It’Il take months to just replace all of these windows.” Chef Mike did not want 


to hear the maned wolf go on about windows again, “Dick. How about we get rid of the robots 
now and think about windows later? M’kay?” Mr. Cox attempted to say something in response, 
but he was unable to get any words out; he just stuttered a few times before giving up entirely, 
“Y-you... I- Wait... No... — Erm... Forget it.” Lars was astounded that this maned wolf was the 
president of a school, but he was also starting to understand why Furryton Academy looked the 
way it did. Nothing was clearly getting done with Mr. Cox being responsible for the school’s 
operations. Maybe the raccoon dog should have been president of the school instead. Lars was 
beginning to wonder how much Mr. Cox had to pay Chef Mike to keep him around, but he did 
not intend on asking either of the anthros. 

Finally turning one last corner, Lars saw the entrance to the armory, and he did not see 
anything out of the ordinary from outside of the room, “This is it, right? Looks just like how I 
left it.” Mr. Cox nodded, ““Y-yeah. This is the main armory. This is where you were earlier, 
right?” Lars nodded, “Yep. Unless there’s another door which somehow looks exactly like this 
one in the school and is surrounded by discarded tactical gear and dismantled machines?” Mr. 
Cox did not understand the fox’s statement, “Erm... Uhh... What?” Lars realized that the 
meaning of his statement fell flat on the maned wolf’s ears, “Nevermind.” Lars looked to his 
right, and he could see that Chef Mike was looking back at him with a rather amused grin on his 
face. While looking at the raccoon dog, the fox pretended to let out a sigh, and Chef Mike’s grin 
became more enthusiastic as he closed his eyes and gave a nod of affirmation. Given the way the 
maned wolf had been acting, Lars was primarily just surprised that Mr. Cox had not been gunned 


down by the Zoff long ago. He somehow was able to make it this far. 


Chapter 9 


Long Day 


Leonard was sitting with his back pressed up against the wall in the armory and his knees 
pulled up to his chest. He had practically given up on trying to do anything to better the situation; 
he was hoping that the Zoff roaming around the school would just cease to exist. Leonard was 
rather surprised that Lewis did not wake up yet, and the wolf was beginning to wonder if he hurt 
the coyote enough for him to be in a coma or something. Leonard thought back to what he did to 
the coyote, and he did remember beating his classmate, but he was not really expecting for him 
to be unconscious for this long. The wolf took another peek at the injured coyote who still lay on 
the floor, but Leonard only looked at Lewis for a short moment before burying his face in his 
arms again. No matter how long he held his eyes shut for, whenever he would open them again, 
he would be back in the same place as he had been. Ever since Lars left him in the armory with 
Lewis, Leonard had basically nothing to do. He knew that he was not looking to battle the Zoff, 
and he also was too frightened to attempt an escape from Furryton Academy. Leonard still knew 
that even if he were to escape, there would be nowhere for him to go. His home was literally all 
the way on the other side of the planet, and he had no way to get back there. 

As Leonard let his deeper thoughts out, he tried to remember what the fox had told him 


before he left him in the armory, and the wolf was trying to figure out if Lars even planned on 


coming back. After all, the wolf could have sworn that the fox said something about coming 
back, but there was no way for Leonard to keep track of time while in the armory. He had no 
idea how long he had been in the armory for, and he did not know how long Lars had been gone. 
Besides, he did not know where the other two people he was supposed to be attending class with 
went. The only thing Leonard knew for sure was that he was in an armory with an incapacitated 
coyote who seemed to make his belief about himself being a deer contribute to his entire 
personality. The wolf was beginning to regret treating Lewis the way he did, but he let his 
emotions get out of control. Leonard knew that it was too late for him to do anything about the 
coyote, but at the same time, he was hoping that Lewis would not remember what had happened 
by the time he woke up. The long period of silence occasionally interrupted by distant gunfire 
was enough to keep the wolf alert but not exactly alert enough to make any substantial decision. 
The gunfire would also break his train of thought every time it would erupt, but Leonard was at 
least slightly relieved to hear that the gunfire sounded like it was far enough away from him that 
he was not in any immediate danger. 

As Leonard closed his eyes again, he took a deep breath as he tried to think about what 
his next steps would be. The wolf did at first consider the rather ironic fact that being in an 
armory provided him with no sense of protection or security for himself. His mind started 
traveling down the path of security, and before long, the wolf was thinking about the concept of 
weaponry; Of course, weaponry is often stored in an armory, but this armory did not make 
Leonard feel safe whatsoever. The wolf did acknowledge the fact that he did not really know 
how to use any of the weapons in the armory, but he did still think back to the two weapons he 
did successfully manage to discharge. Leonard shook his head; he did not feel confident using 


the weapons at all, and just using them did not feel quite right to the wolf. Leonard knew he 


wanted out of the school, but he still had no idea where he would go. He already ruled out going 
back home as an option, but really, Leonard believed that literally anywhere was better than 
staying at Furryton Academy. He also did leave his personal belongings in his dorm room on the 
other side of campus, but he was not even sure if he was going to have any sporting chance of 
recovering any of his stuff with the machines still walking around the school. Leonard felt that 
he would have the best luck just finding a way to slip out and never showing his face at Furryton 
Academy again. After all, the wolf did not know of anyone who would miss him. 

Leonard’s fantasy of escaping Furryton Academy was interrupted by the thought that he 
would then be completely without a place to stay and no place to go. He was only in the United 
States to go to school, and he knew that he would not really have a way to go about getting a job 
or procuring any income in a legal way. Though there was still the possibility of making a living 
by becoming a career criminal, Leonard lacked the connections to do such, and he would 
probably rack up a ginormous amount of debt to local criminals before he would be able to rise 
high enough in their informal hierarchies to only end up having the illusion of a comfortable life. 
Even still, there would be likely a higher chance of him getting caught by the police, and without 
him legally being in the United States, Leonard knew that he would most likely find himself 
going back to Australia in chains. The wolf did not want an extradition to happen to him; it was a 
very humiliating thought, and to Leonard, if anybody should be put in chains, it should be those 
foxes. Being a wolf, Leonard felt that such a route of returning back to his nation would not be 
acceptable to him. In fact, the wolf felt that having any sort of encounter with law enforcement 
should be avoided, but Leonard was not really planning on interacting with them in the first 


place. The wolf started to believe that he was letting his mind take him too many places, but at 


the same time, he was not sure what would happen to him if he were to just sit still and do 
nothing. 

That was when the wolf heard a few gunshots which sounded rather close, and Leonard’s 
head jumped up as the sound startled him. The wolf’s eyes shot to the door of the armory, and 
within a few seconds, he could hear a couple more gunshots which sounded even closer to the 
room he was in. Leonard’s heart began to race as he was beginning to fear the Zoff intruding in 
the armory, but he did not know what he would do if they were to get in. The wolf looked on the 
floor, and he could see the ArmaLite AR-18 which he dropped a good while earlier, but he was 
not too sure he would be able to use it effectively and defend himself. Leonard ultimately 
decided that he would not pick up the rifle, and he was now accepting the fact that he was willing 
to face the gunfire in the halls with no weapon of his own to protect himself with. At the same 
time, the wolf was still entertaining the idea that maybe the machines would not enter the 
armory. They might just simply pass by the room and leave Leonard alone yet again. The wolf’s 
eyes then focused on the door handle, and he could see that the lock was not engaged. Leonard 
sat still for a few seconds, but it did not take a good deal of time for him to realize that the door 
would not lock itself: The wolf sat up, scooted over to the door, and he engaged the door lock. 
After he finished locking the door, Leonard moved back to the spot he was previously 
occupying, and he held his breath while focusing on what was going on outside. The wolf could 
hear something, but he could not make out exactly what it was. Leonard was initially curious as 
to what he was hearing, but the sound seemed to draw closer and closer to the door which 
separated him from the hallway. The wolf’s heart began to pick up the pace, and his breathing 


began to become a bit labored yet again. 


The door handle suddenly began to jiggle, and Leonard’s eyes once again focused on the 
door handle, but instead of feeling a sense of security, the wolf felt terrified. He feared that the 
Zoff had finally found him and were about to put an end to his life, but at the same time, the wolf 
was beginning to wonder if being killed was really such a bad thing after all: If he were to escape 
Furryton Academy, then he would have nowhere to go, and he would have little chance at living 
even the meager life he had been living before having been sent by his mother to attend this 
rather poor excuse of a university. In a way, dying to the Zoff was somewhat of an act of mercy, 
or that was at least how Leonard decided to interpret the situation. Even though he was trying to 
rationalize his own demise, he was not feeling any less scared due to the pressing circumstances 
he was still forced to deal with. The wolf was wondering how much getting killed would hurt, 
and he was not quite ready to feel the pain for himself. However, when thinking about the topic 
of pain, Leonard could not help but look back over to Lewis yet again: He had caused the coyote 
pain, but he was not willing to feel pain in return. Leonard shook his head; he was done thinking 
about all of these issues. It was now time for him to face whoever was on the other side of the 
door. 

Leonard may have just locked the door moments ago, but the wolf was surprised to see 
that the door’s lock suddenly disengaged without the use of force. Scooting back away from the 
door, still ultimately unprepared to face the unknown force on the other side of the door, Leonard 
tried to back up as far as he could, but he was suddenly stopped by the rack of guns he ran right 
into. With nowhere left to retreat, all Leonard could do was brace himself by closing his eyes and 
turning his head away from the door. The door finally opened, and there was a familiar voice 
which prompted Leonard to open his eyes again, “Leonard, are you still there?” When the wolf’s 


eyes opened, he could see that Lars was now standing in the doorway with Mr. Cox and Chef 


Mike. The wolf felt relief that he would not be killed, but at the same time, he felt slightly 
disappointed that he would not be immediately put out of his misery. Leonard was beginning to 
wish that he left the armory earlier and took his chances facing the Zoff without a weapon to 
defend himself with. Even though his chances of survival might have been lower being on his 
own as opposed to being with the small rag-tag group, the wolf was not really fond of anybody 
in the group. Leonard was not feeling too optimistic regarding what the group would be able to 
do for him. 

Mr. Cox was the next to speak, “Y-yeah. Uh... L-Leonard? That’s your name, right?” 
Leonard’s eyes widened; this maned wolf was simply abysmal. Seeing Leonard for himself, the 
fox spoke after the maned wolf finished asking his poorly-phrased question, “Ah, there you are. 
Are you hurt in any way?” The wolf was reluctant to reply, and his reply was not even 
coherently communicated to the fox, “Uhm...” Lars briefly looked over to Lewis to find the 
coyote was still unconscious, and he commented, “Wow. Is he still out? He must’ve taken a 
pretty rough blow. I hope he wakes up soon. I just hope he’s not in too much pain when he does 
wake up.” The wolf did not have anything to say to the fox who was now kneeling in front of 
him and placing his BCM4 on the floor. Unsatisfied with the wolf’s lack of a proper answer, 
Lars asked Leonard the same question he already asked, “Leonard, are you hurt?” The wolf did 
not know what answer he was supposed to give to the fox, “I-I don’t think so.” The fox was 
moderately confused by the rather vague response which the wolf gave to him, and he intended 
to visually inspect the wolf for physical damage. However, when he tried to roll up Leonard’s 
sleeve to look at his upper arm, the wolf moved his arm away from the fox. “I’m not going to 
hurt you. I’m just trying to look at your arm,” Lars attempted to reason with Leonard, but the 


wolf did not seem to want to listen, “Get the fuck away from me, cunt!” Lars frowned before 


standing up; if Leonard was going to decline his assistance, there was not much he could do for 
the wolf. 

A noise broke out from outside of the armory, and all of the anthros turned their attention 
to the door. Chef Mike spoke, though silence probably would have been more beneficial for the 
group, “Something's out there?” Mr. Cox spoke whilst disregarding his own advice, “Ah... Stop 
talking. W-We need to hear what’s going on out there.” The raccoon dog began questioning the 
maned wolf, “Why’d you say that then? You could’ve just said nothing.” Mr. Cox began to 
argue, “I’m trying to tell you to shut up!” Getting angry yet again, Chef Mike started to raise his 
voice, “Shut up? You’re the one raising your voice!” The maned wolf was not backing down, 
“Yeah, because you won’t fucking listen!” Chef Mike tried to raise his voice to be louder than 
Mr. Cox, and as a result, the noise coming from outside the armory was no longer audible, “Not 
listening? Do you not hear yourself? Or are you talking too loud for you to hear yourself?” Mr. 
Cox became confused, “What the fuck does that even mean?” Chef Mike replied, “It means your 
dumbass should shut the fuck up.” 

Before anything else could be said, a Zoff unit entered the room carrying its MP5 and 
immediately opened fire. Rounds impacted several of the guns on the walls, but Lars had gotten 
into a position to fire at the machine while Chef Mike and Mr. Cox were distracted by their 
argument. As a result, the machine fell to the floor before it could finish its first magazine. The 
gunfire had silenced the maned wolf and the raccoon dog, and after the room fell silent again, 
they turned around to see Lars lying prone on the floor with his BCM4 in his hands. Leonard was 
sitting behind Lars looking at the fox’s bushy tail and bare furry soles with a rather unimpressed 
look on the wolf’s face. Lars got to his knees before he spoke, “That one was manually 


controlled, and we’re in a distinct part of the school. It won’t be long before more of them come 


to this room. We’d better get ready.” Chef Mike was curious, “That one was being controlled? 
How could you tell?” The fox replied, “It opened fire too quickly. The AI controlled units always 
wait about a second after acquiring a target before initially shooting. That one started shooting as 
soon as he turned the corner and entered the armory.” 

Mr. Cox looked at the destroyed Zoff unit which was now lying in the armory, “This one 
doesn’t look any different from the others.”” Remembering the conversation from earlier, Chef 
Mike was getting rather agitated, “Seriously? We’ve been over this, numerous times. How can 
your damn skull be that fucking thick?” Mr. Cox gave an angry reply, “Oh, you’re one to talk 
now aren’t you? You’re not even a damn chef! You shove shit in the microwave and call it 
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fucking day!” Lars stopped paying attention to the escalating argument, but he heard a voice call 


out from behind him as he felt his bushy tail being pushed, “Get your fucking damn tail out of 
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the fucking way, you fucking shit cunt!” The fox looked over his shoulder to see that Leonard 
was shoving his tail out of the way, but Leonard was not quite able to move it completely out of 
the way since Lars' tail was quite full of fluff. Nevertheless, the fox got up from his knees, and 
once he stood up, he took a few steps to distance himself from Leonard and examined the 
situation: In a nutshell, it was quite chaotic. 

The controller positioned one of the Zoff units just at the corner of the armory; since he 
now knew where the armory was, he was going to use this time to gather all the remaining 
machines at the armory to hopefully assault the room and eliminate the occupants. However, the 
controller still had to manually control each machine one at a time. Some machines were on the 
other side of the campus, and the controller’s actions were fairly limited; he could not make 


other machines follow the unit he was controlling. He could only make a machine either patrol or 


stand still, so he was merely making a machine walk close enough to the armory before setting it 


to remain in place. Since he kept all of the machines standing behind a corner, he was able to 
gather them in such a way for him to keep the Zoff out of sight in case anybody from the armory 
were to step outside and see if the immediate hallway was clear. The one caveat to this approach 
was that the controller was hoping that nobody bothered to walk as far as to check around the 
corners. The Zoff would basically be sitting ducks if they were discovered while set to idle, and 
the controller already knew that the machines were not too competent fighting by themselves 
even if he left them on patrol mode. 

Looking at the screen displaying the remaining units, the controller took into account that 
there were only ninety machines still operational. While this number was still significant, it 
hardly compared to the original number of Zoff units deployed at Furryton Academy. The 
controller was growing frustrated and exhausted, and he was not playing conservatively any 
longer: He would make this his final stand for the wave he had available. While he knew that his 
superiors would not be happy with him if he did not eliminate all of his targets, the controller 
still knew that as far as AI was concerned, the next batch of Zoff units would likely be superior 
to the units currently operating. The controller thought about what could be done to the machines 
to make them more efficient, and one thing he had in mind would be that the engineers should 
probably look into the issue of some units’ software crashing and leaving them offline and 
immobile. There were a couple times throughout the day where the controller had been moving a 
Zoff unit only to have it stop moving and appearing as offline. 

Normally when a machine is destroyed by conventional means such as gunfire, the 
controller is able to watch the camera feed for a few seconds before it loses connection. 
However, there were a few moments where the feed would suddenly cut out and the machine 


would no longer report a status, leaving it offline. While the controller initially thought the Zoff 


unit was destroyed by an unseen attacker, he had a system crash occur while the unit was 
walking among a small group of fellow machines. When the controller switched his control to 
one of the other machines in the group, he found the crashed machine standing in place holding 
its weapon, appearing almost like a statue. Being mid-stride, however, the machine was not too 
sturdy, and when the controller bumped into the crashed unit with his own unit, the crashed unit 
fell on the ground while holding the position it was in when it crashed. The servos did not go 
limp like the other units did when they lost power. The machine’s hardware was all still running, 
but its software simply could not continue running for some reason. The controller did not even 
have an option to reboot any of the machines, but even if he did have such an option available to 
him, rebooting the crashed machines would likely not work; they were no longer communicating 
with the device he used to control them. 

Ironically, just as the controller was thinking about the haphazard software while walking 
one of the Zoff units to the armory, his camera feed went out and the machine he was controlling 
no longer reported any status; it was now offline. With eighty-nine units remaining, the 
controller shook his head and muttered, “You can’t be fucking serious right now.” The controller 
switched to a machine which he planned on moving next, and within the next minute, he spotted 
the machine which had just crashed on him simply standing in the hallway. Angry, the controller 
made the Zoff unit point its MP5 at the crashed unit, and after aiming at the inoperable 
machine’s helmeted head, the controller used the Zoff unit to open fire until its magazine was 
empty. After finishing the magazine, the Zoff unit automatically began the reload process 
without the controller needing to press anything, and as the machine reloaded its MP5, the 
controller was surprised to see that the machine was still standing. The Kevlar Gentex CVC 


helmet was able to block a fair chunk of the rounds from internally damaging the machine. 


With another magazine now loaded in the submachine gun, the controller aimed the MP5 
at the torso of the crashed unit before dumping another magazine into the machine yet again. The 
machine was still standing; apparently the force of the 9mm rounds impacting the machine’s 
center of mass was not enough to make it fall over. The controller shook his head, disappointed 
that he could not topple the machine by firing two magazines worth of rounds into it. The host 
machine began to reload its MP5 for a second time, but before the reload process could finish, 
the crashed machine went limp as its servos lost power. While the controller was pleased to see 
that the machine did finally keel over, he was still disappointed that it did not collapse while he 
shot at it. To demonstrate more of his frustration, the controller made his host machine fire upon 
the now permanently inoperable machine with one more magazine from the MP5. After a third 
reload, the controller took a deep breath and decided that he should get back to the quite tedious 
process of manually moving eighty-nine humanoid combat machines into position. 

“Please, can we stop this?” Lars pleaded with Chef Mike and Mr. Cox, for the two were 
still in the process of having their petty argument. The two anthros fell silent, and they looked at 
the fox who stood with his BCM4 still in his hands. The fox spoke after a few seconds of silence 
passed, “This isn’t doing us any good. We’re not going to get anything done if we keep spewing 
this nonsense back and forth.” Mr. Cox took offense, “Nonsense? You’re calling this nonsense? 
Pll have you know that this dirty little raccoon dog over here puts a few extra seconds on my 
meals to make them burnt on purpose.” Chef Mike continued the quarrel, “Hey! Don’t give me 
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this shit! I do exactly what the instructions say!” Seeing that his attempt to stop the argument did 
not come to fruition, the fox shook his head before looking back around the room to see what 


Leonard was doing: The wolf was staring blankly at the floor while in the same sitting position 


he was in earlier. Lars looked at Leonard for a few seconds before looking back over to the two 


arguing anthros, and he also looked at the unconscious coyote still lying on the floor as well. The 
fox walked over to the wolf again, but Leonard did not seem to be paying any attention to Lars’ 
presence. The fox got down on his knees, trying to get down on the wolf’s level, but Leonard 
still did not bother to look at him or even acknowledge him in any sort of way. 

Lars waited a few seconds for a response, but when he received nothing, he reached out 
to grab the wolf’s shoulder and speak to him, “Hey, Leonard.” The wolf did not say anything. 
The fox lightly shook the wolf’s shoulder with a bit more force as he tried to get his attention 
again, “Leonard? Hello?” After receiving no response for a second time, Lars shook his head, sat 
his rifle on the ground next to him, and he attempted to move the wolf’s head to face him while 
being as gentle as possible. Leonard did not tense up when Lars moved his head, and the fox 
soon positioned the wolf’s head so that he was looking at him. The fox looked into the wolf’s 
eyes, but Leonard seemed to be still ignoring everything that was going on. Once again, Lars 
tried to speak to the wolf, but he did not really have any expectation for Leonard to reply at this 
point, “Hello? Are you alright, Leonard?” The fox received no response as he expected, but he 
still found himself rather surprised that Leonard was not even bothering to do anything; he was 
not even willing to make continual eye contact with the fox sitting right in front of him. 

Lars reached his hand out and pressed two fingers on Leonard’s neck, just making sure 
that the wolf still had a pulse. As the fox expected, Leonard was not dead, but at this point, Lars 
was reasoning that Leonard seemed to be in a state of experiencing an acute stress reaction of 
some sort. The fox was not sure what exactly he could do to make the situation any better for the 
wolf. He knew that Leonard had been completely overwhelmed by the situation as a whole, and 
the heated shouting match taking place directly behind him was definitely not helping. Lars felt 


that he should at least remove the wolf from the room. In theory, if Leonard was not in an 


environment continuing to provide him with negative stimuli, then he would likely be able to 
calm down. Besides, Lars was not sure he wanted to be in the same room with two anthros 
yelling at one another while holding shotguns. He was sort of surprised that they had not already 
tried to gun down one another. Lars told Leonard what he was going to do with him, even though 
the fox was not sure if the wolf was actually listening to anything that was going on, “Leonard, 
can you hear me? I’m going to help you out of here. I’m gonna need you to walk with me, 
okay?” The wolf still remained completely silent and unattentive. 

Getting off from his knees once more, Lars grabbed the wolf’s left arm, and he attempted 
to lift the wolf. Unfortunately, the fox was way too scrawny to lift the wolf who weighed about 
thirty pounds more than he did. Lars grunted as he tried to lift Leonard, and after a few more 
failed attempts, the fox said, “C’mon Leonard. You gotta help me out if I’m gonna help you. Can 
you stand up for me?” Surprisingly, after Lars spoke, the wolf finally made his first move in a 
good while and slowly began to stand himself up. Lars realized that Leonard was now starting to 
somewhat cooperate with him, and he tried to encourage the wolf to keep him going, “You’re 
doing great, Leonard. Keep going, and we’ ll get you out of here in no time.” The wolf extended 
his legs as he stood, but he still kept the same blank expression on his face. Lars waved his left 
hand, trying to get the wolf’s attention, but he could see that his latest attempt to get Leonard’s 
visual attention was still futile. However, the fox did take into account the fact that Leonard did 
acknowledge his request for cooperation, so the wolf seemed to be listening to him to at least 
some extent. Lars was just hoping that Leonard would cooperate long enough for him to at least 
get the wolf out of the armory. 

When Leonard was standing up all the way, Lars moved to the wolf’s right side, and he 


brought his left arm underneath the wolf’s right arm and reached over to grab Leonard’s torso 


directly underneath his left arm. Since the wolf apparently listened to the last thing the fox said 
to him, Lars decided it would be worth another try to communicate with the wolf, “Alright, 
Leonard. Let’s get you out of this room. Walk with me; I’ve got you. Can you do that for me?” 
The wolf did not verbally respond, but when Lars took a step, he looked down to see that 
Leonard took a step of his own. The fox nodded to himself and provided positive feedback for 
the wolf to encourage him to continue, “Good stuff Leonard. Let’s keep going; we’ll be out of 
here in no time.” Lars took another step while still holding Leonard, and the wolf proceeded with 
him. After a few steps, Leonard and Lars had arrived to where Mr. Cox and Chef Mike were still 
yelling at one another, but thankfully, there was just enough room for Lars and Leonard to slip 
past them without needing to say anything. Lars was not sure if Leonard was listening to the 
heated discourse, but he did not want the wolf to become more stressed out if he was paying 
attention, “Don’t worry about them, Leonard. We’re almost out of here.” 

Seeing the dismantled Zoff unit in the doorway, Lars was wondering if Leonard would be 
able to keep his balance and step over the machine, but the wolf did seem to be able to step over 
the machine without the fox needing to say anything extra. After traversing their last obstacle, 
the two anthros were now in the hallway, but there were the remains of several Zoff units lying 
on the floor along with the now dried-up puddle of Leonard’s vomit. Lacking protective 
footwear, Lars was a bit careful while stepping past some of the hazardous zones on the floor, 
but he was not worried as much for Leonard since the wolf was wearing shoes. Thankfully, there 
were not too many obstacles scattered on the floor, and the two anthros were able to safely move 
past all of the hazards and find a rather clear area to stop. Lars spoke to Leonard as they stopped, 
“Very good, Leonard. Here, I need to put you down here for a moment. Don’t worry, though, I'll 


be right back. I just need to grab my rifle in case we run into any Zoff out here. Are you gonna 


be alright waiting here for a moment?” The wolf still did not reply, but when Lars lowered 
himself to be in a position to let Leonard go, the wolf complied and sat his back up against the 
wall. After Lars was sure that the wolf would not fall if he were to let go of him, the fox released 
his grip from Leonard’s torso and removed his arm from underneath the wolf’s arm. 

Lars stood up and looked back to the armory’s door. He could still hear the shouting 
match that was still in progress, and he figured that closing the armory door would likely be the 
best thing he could do after grabbing his rifle. The fox stepped back over the dismantled 
machines on the floor while he worked on entering the armory yet again, and when he slipped 
back inside, he was rather surprised to see that neither Mr. Cox nor Chef Mike stopped to look at 
him. They were so committed to their quarrel that they neglected to watch their surroundings. 
Lars spotted his BCM4 in the same spot where he left it, and he bent down to pick it up. As the 
fox reached for his AR-15, he looked to the right to see that Lewis was still lying unconscious in 
the same place he had been when the fox initially left him. Lars wished that he could have helped 
the coyote out of the armory as well, but given his limited physical strength, he knew he would 
definitely not be able to pick the coyote up and lift him out of the room. 

Lars did briefly entertain the thought of removing Lewis from the armory by grabbing his 
legs and dragging him out of the room, but the problem was that there were too many 
obstructions along the way. The fox would have to move a fair number of destroyed Zoff units 
and their debris out of the way before dragging the coyote out, and doing such would simply take 
too long. Besides, he did not want to leave Leonard alone for an extended period of time. If there 
were any Zoff units nearby, Lars feared that they would be able to easily dispatch Leonard. 
Though the Al-controlled machines may be rather incompetent, Lars knew they would more than 


likely be able to land at least one hit on a stationary target while standing about three meters 


away. Picking up his rifle, Lars checked the chamber to ensure that it was loaded, and he took a 
look at the selector switch to confirm that it was set to safe. The fox did not want to have a 
negligent discharge and have to treat a gunshot wound with absolutely no medical supplies. 
Turning to the exit, Lars slowly walked past the two arguing anthros while watching them 
closely to make sure that they would not turn and fire on him. The fox was not sure what Chef 
Mike and Mr. Cox would do while he was outside of the armory, but he knew that he would 
likely have to return to them eventually. However, for right now, the fox’s main concern was 
calming Leonard down. 

The fox exited the armory, and after dragging the dismantled Zoff unit out of the 
doorway, Lars shut the door and finally had some peace and quiet. Turning around, Lars walked 
back over to Leonard, and once he arrived back at the wolf’s side, the fox got down on his knees 
and spoke to the wolf, “Alright Leonard, I’m back. See, that didn’t take so long, now did it?” 
The wolf did not respond. Lars spoke again; he was still confident that Leonard was at least 
listening, “Are you feeling any better out here? You’re no longer in that room. Say, how long 
have you been in there for? It’s been a long day today. Hasn’t it?” There was still no response. 
Lars figured that he would likely hear the wolf speak again after he calmed down, but for now, 
there was not much he could do. The fox was not even exactly sure what the best course of 
action to take during such an acute stress reaction was. Lars was just hoping that he was at least 
helping instead of hurting the wolf. However, the fox reasoned that their current situation was 


probably better than being locked in a small room with two people yelling at one another. 


Chapter 10 


Stand ‘em Up; Knock ‘em Down 


Lars sat next to Leonard for a few more moments, looking him over to make sure that the 
wolf did not have anything to say, but the fox still knew that now Leonard was out in the hall, he 
would be vulnerable to attacks by the Zoff. Lars stood up, partially pulled the charging handle of 
his AR-15 to ensure a round was chambered, and he looked both left and right down the hall. 
The fox heard a noise, but he was not sure if it was coming from inside of the armory; After all, 
Chef Mike and Mr. Cox were still audibly heard yelling at one another, though the shouting 
match was starting to sound more and more agitated. The fox was not sure how long two anthros 
could get that mad at one another and not kill each other with weapons they held in both of their 
hands. Lars was hoping that he would at least be able to safely recover Lewis, but for the time 
being, he had to make sure that no Zoff units would get an easy shot on Leonard. The fox wished 
the wolf would be able to at least cooperate with him to a dealable extent, but Lars knew that 
different people reacted to stress in different ways. Nevertheless, Lars knew that he had to be 
patient with Leonard: He did not want to agitate or stress the wolf out more than he already was. 
Being more upset in such a stressful scenario really does not benefit anybody. 

The fox looked at the corner nearest to him, and he started to creep over to it with his 


BCM4 in his hands. Lars was not expecting any Zoff to be around the corner; the fox expected 


for the machines to have already begun their attack had they been converging on their location. 
Nevertheless, the fox was still cautious, especially since he was almost certain that he heard 
some sort of noise from beyond the corner. Preparing to attack the corner, Lars was looking 
down the canted Trijicon RMR while keeping the rifle’s barrel at about chest height to quickly 
acquire a target if he were to encounter one. While his weapon was also set to safe and his finger 
was off the trigger, the fox still kept his thumb on the safety lever just in case he needed to flip it 
to the ‘SEMI’ position and engage a hostile. The fox was not sure how well the Zoff could hear, 
but the fox decided to play it safe by trying to take the lightest steps possible. Fortunately for 
Lars, his lack of protective footwear made it rather easy for him to tread lightly; he barely made 
any noise at all when he moved. The fox was still being cautious despite the fact that he was not 
expecting anything to be behind the corner. 

Finally taking the corner, Lars was shocked to see about twenty five Zoff units all simply 
standing in the hallway past the corner. The fox was startled by seeing all of the machines lined 
up, but he wasted no time flipping the selector to “SEMI and pulling the trigger as quickly as he 
could for a semi-automatic firearm. The BCM4 fired again and again as Lars kept pulling the 
trigger, and once his magazine had been depleted, there were still about thirteen Zoff units still 
standing. The fox ran back to safety while he began the reloading process: Lars opened one of 
the magazine pouches on his belt, removed a full PMAG, and as he held the magazine in his left 
hand, he used his same hand to grab the empty magazine that was in his rifle, removed it from 
his firearm, rotated his hand forwards to align the new magazine with the lower receiver, inserted 
the magazine into the rifle, tossed the empty magazine away from him so it would not land on 
his foot, and finally thumbed the bolt catch to chamber a round. With another magazine loaded in 


his rifle, the fox emerged from the corner again to fire at the rest of the standing units. 


The Zoff units were practically cannon fodder, getting gunned down without even 
bothering to put up a fight. Lars, upon realizing that the machines were not firing back, began to 
slow down his trigger finger as he visually examined the few remaining Zoff units which were 
still standing. The fox removed his finger from the trigger guard of his BCM4, and he stared at 
the last three standing Zoff units which stood with their weapons not even at a ready position: 
They held their weapons in front of their torsos as if they were not even expecting a gunfight at 
all. Lars understood that the machines were not returning fire, but he did not understand why 
they were just standing still. Either way, Lars was not going to assume that the machines were 
just ready to give up. After all, they were still machines, and whoever controlling them would 
likely be able to make them attack yet again at a moment’s notice. As such, the fox was not 
planning on sparing any of the Zoff units: Lars aimed for the heads of the machines, and he 
pulled his trigger accordingly. With the last three Zoff units in the hall collapsing after going up 
in smoke and sparks, Lars removed the magazine of his rifle to try and estimate how many 
rounds were left in the magazine he had in his rifle. The PMAG he held lacked a window on the 
side, so Lars tried to do some mental math in his head while judging the weight of the magazine 
against a full magazine. From his calculations, the fox came to the conclusion that he had about 
seven or so rounds left in his magazine. 

Seeing that his current magazine would be depleted after just a few more rounds, Lars 
undid one of the magazine pouches on his right side of his belt before removing a full magazine 
and placing it in the open pouch on his left hip for ease of access. The fox did not close the 
retention flap over the magazine: He knew he would have to quickly reload after taking a few 
more shots, and he was not too fond of wasting magazines which still had rounds loaded in them. 


The fox knew another option for him would be to keep his partially-filled magazine for later, but 


Lars did not really like such an idea either because he did not want to load an almost empty 
magazine into his rifle when he needed a full magazine. After looking over his belt and checking 
his remaining ammunition, the fox made a mental note of the fact that he only had two full 
PMAGs left on his belt. While he still had a partially-filled magazine in his rifle, the fox did not 
count the magazine in his tally since he knew he was going to swap it out sooner or later. If he 
were to run out of PMAGs for his AR-15, Lars would have to use the Glock 17 again, and he 
would much rather use a rifle chambered in 5.56mm instead of a handgun chambered in 9mm. 
He did not want to worry about any of the Zoff’s Kevlar helmets taking any of the rounds he 
fired. 

With the right corner clear of Zoff units, Lars figured that he should probably check the 
left corner as well; he did not want to be ambushed by the Zoff. Holding his rifle at the low ready 
position, Lars returned back to the hall he came from, and he looked over to Leonard to make 
sure that the wolf looked like he was still alive. The fox did not find any physical injury present 
with the wolf, but he was not sure what was going on in Leonard’s head. He felt it would be best 
to still check on Leonard as often as he could just to be sure that the wolf’s condition was not 
declining. However, even if Leonard were to succumb to the intense stress he was experiencing, 
Lars was not quite sure what he would be able to do to treat the wolf. The best solution he had in 
mind was still to remove Leonard from the environment, but such a task would be difficult; Lars 
was not sure how many Zoff units were still roaming Furryton Academy. Even if he were able to 
remove Leonard from the scenario, he had no idea what he would do for the wolf. Lars could not 
accept the idea of abandoning Lewis and the two remaining staff members, but he would not 


want to abandon Leonard either. There were too many issues for one fox to handle by himself. 


Walking past the closed door of the armory, Lars could still hear shouting, and at this 
point the fox was surprised that two people could even endure a shouting match lasting as long 
as it had been. Nevertheless, the fox only shook his head and continued: He did not even bother 
trying to discern anything that was being said; whatever was being said behind the closed door 
was not even worth the time to pick out any intelligible statements. It was not like anything 
productive was occurring within the armory, anyways. After moving past the armory, the fox 
was now getting closer and closer to the corner he had not checked yet. While Lars was not too 
happy with two paths for enemies to run into him and his allies, he was at least thankful that he 
only had to deal with two routes to his location. Lars would hate to have been pinned down from 
three or four directions. The fox also knew that defending Leonard would likely be easier if the 
wolf was willing to assist in his own defense, but given the way the wolf was still trapped in an 
acute stress reaction, Lars knew that such a course of action was simply not an option for the 
time being. The fox could not even comprehend how the situation would have gone if he did not 
have any training leading up to the situation he was in. Lars was glad that his father had taught 
him everything he knew about combat with firearms. 

Finally approaching the left corner, Lars was now anticipating encountering the Zoff. 
Holding the pistol grip rifle in his right hand, the fox swapped his shooting stance so that he was 
now holding the rifle’s pistol grip with his left hand to provide him with more cover as he would 
peek past the corner. Part of transferring a rifle from the right hand to the left also involved 
shifting one’s stance by bringing the right leg forward and the left leg rearward. Now that he was 
prepared to take the comer left-handed, Lars brought his rifle’s canted RMR sight up to his eye 
and attacked the corner. Sure enough, Lars encountered thirty Zoff units lined up in the hall. The 


fox immediately opened fire, and after depleting the remaining rounds in his magazine, the fox 


once again walked back behind the corner for cover as he commended the reloading process 
once again. However, since the fox was now holding his rifle left-handed, he would have to 
either grab the final magazine on his right hip or shift the rifle back to a right-handed stance to 
use the magazine he had kept on his left hip for a convenient reload process. 

Lars decided that he would choose the latter technique: The fox transferred his grip to a 
right-handed one, and he moved his legs back to the right-handed shooting stance accordingly. 
This time, the fox immediately grabbed his PMAG with his left hand as he flung his magazine 
out of the lower receiver with his right hand by pressing the magazine release with his index 
finger and yanking the rifle’s lower receiver to the right with the rest of his hand to ensure that 
he would not drop a magazine on his exposed feet. By the time the magazine flung out of the 
lower receiver and fell to the floor, Lars was already ready to place his new magazine in the rifle, 
and he used his left hand to insert the full magazine into the lower receiver and subsequently 
slapped the bolt catch with his same hand to chamber a round. With his rifle ready to go yet 
again, Lars attacked the corner, but this time, he did not bother to trade his shooting hand; After 
all, the Zoff on the left corner behaved much like the Zoff on the right corner: They were all 
seemingly standing in idle as if they were manually set to not engage in any combat encounters. 
With a new magazine loaded in his rifle, Lars emerged from the corner and dispatched the 
remaining Zoff units, but now, he knew that his magazine was once again close to running 
empty. The fox only had one more PMAG left on his belt, so he would have to use it sparingly. 
At least he would have about forty five fewer Zoff units to worry about. 

The controller was working at moving yet another Zoff unit to one of the two hallways 
which were adjacent to where he knew the school’s main armory was. He had already used up a 


decent amount of time amassing a stock of units which he would use to commence one final 


assault with the remaining units which were left. The controller was still annoyed that he did not 
have an option to have all units converge on a singular waypoint, so it was up to him to manually 
move all of the units to a specific location. He had several units crash on him while manually 
moving them, and the controller was beginning to wonder why their software was crashing. Only 
a few units crashed on him earlier in the day, but now, there were quite a few units which 
became inoperable due to software issues. The controller was not certain what was making the 
software more unstable as time progressed, but the controller was willing to entertain the 
possibility that the Zoff units were not really made to operate as long as they were going without 
needing a software reset that he was unable to perform. The controller felt annoyed that he had to 
accept the fact that some Zoff units would be going to waste despite all of their hardware still 
being completely functional. 

When the controller looked at the screen displaying the remaining operational Zoff units, 
he could not help but notice that the grid of remaining units showed fewer units when compared 
to what he remembered from about five minutes ago. The controller was not sure if a few more 
units crashed, but he was hoping that nothing happened to the many units which he stacked on 
the hallways adjacent to the armory. At the same time, while mentally counting the number of 
available units still on the grid, the controller did not see it equaling the number of units he 
believed he parked in the hallway. He also did not want to switch his camera feed to different 
units to see if they were still there because he was afraid that he would become confused and not 
be able to find out which unit he was just controlling. After all, the controller was almost at the 
location he decided he would park each unit. The controller decided that he would just continue 
moving the unit he was using and see what was going on for himself. The controller was not 


even sure what he would do if he found out that the units he spent time parking were destroyed. 


Upon reaching the area where he had parked the rest of the machines, the controller 
found that there were no Zoff units. Initially, the controller thought that he was simply in the 
wrong spot on campus, but when the controller made the Zoff unit he was controlling look down 
at the floor, he quickly realized that he was in the correct place. The controller did not remember 
seeing all of the destroyed Zoff units on the floor, and after mentally counting a few of them in 
his head, he came to the realization that somebody had indeed destroyed all of the units he had 
parked in the hall. The controller shook his head, slammed his fist on the table, and he let out a 
loud, “Fuck!” At this point, the controller saw little reason to continue with what he was doing, 
and he slouched back in his chair as he stared at the ceiling. While the controller’s attention was 
to the ceiling, Lars emerged from the corner with his AR-15 and put two rounds into the Zoff 
unit he was controlling, successfully destroying it. Still not looking at the screen to witness the 
demise of the machine he was just operating, the controller started cursing to himself, “Fuckin’ 
hell. Dammed fucking cunts...” 

After taking a minute to stare at the ceiling, the controller took a deep breath and looked 
back at his screen, trying to size up what was left of the situation. The controller saw that the 
current machine he was viewing had lost signal, but since he did not see Lars shoot the machine, 
he did not know if the issue was an issue with the machine’s software or hardware. However, 
knowing how fragile the Zoff units have seemed to be, the controller was beginning to wonder if 
there could have been both a hardware and software issue at the same time. Looking back at the 
grid, the controller could see that the remaining number of Zoff units was still on the decline, 
with one more unit removed from the grid, though the cause of the unit’s shutdown was not 
known to the controller. The controller wished the person who set up his interface gave him 


more options or just information to work with, but he did not even know too much about the 


organization behind the Zoff’s creation. Perhaps the controller did not have all of the privileges 
that other members employed by his organization would have. 

“Leonard, I don’t think I should keep you here,” Lars spoke after downing an AI- 
controlled Zoff unit which had wandered its way into the hall. The fox looked back at his rifle 
after dropping the machine, and he ejected the magazine to see how many rounds were left in his 
magazine; However, Lars quickly found out that his magazine was completely empty, yet the 
chamber did not lock open. Discarding the empty magazine by tossing it aside, the fox held his 
rifle down and partially pulled the charging handle back to see that the round in the chamber was 
the last round in the rifle. Releasing the charging handle to drop the bolt back into battery, the 
fox spoke aloud as he brought his left hand to his right side to grab his last PMAG, “This is my 
last mag. I’d better make it count.” Leonard was still sitting in the same spot where Lars had put 
him down at, and the wolf had not spoken a single word since he was inside the armory, though 
the wolf was now at least occasionally making eye contact with the fox. Lars did notice this new 
development, and he acknowledged it by speaking to the wolf, “Say, Leonard. Are you feeling 
any better?” The wolf did not return a response, but he did at least look at the fox for a few 
seconds. 

Lars continued to speak to the wolf as he safetied his weapon and lowered it, “You know, 
we should be getting down to the last of them. I’m not seeing as many Zoff units as I have been 
seeing earlier today. However, I still don’t quite know what their patrol pattern is like. They 
kinda just seem to just wander around the place until they can find something to shoot at. While 
that may very well be the case given how primitive their AI patterns seem to be, I can’t be sure 
right now.” The fox looked back at Leonard, but the wolf did not look like he was calming down 


whatsoever. Lars thought to himself that it should probably be best for him to avoid talking about 


the current situation around the wolf; he did not want Leonard to get more upset. Instead, the fox 
decided to take another approach, “Hey Leonard. What state are you from?” Lars received no 
response yet again, but he was not really expecting one at this point. After a short moment of 
silence, the fox spoke on the topic of Australian states he mentioned, “My father’s best friend 
was born in New South Wales. I’m not sure if I’ve told you much about him, but he’s got the 
same last name as you. He’s a gray wolf as well. He does bear a bit of resemblance to you as 
well, but he’s getting a bit old now since he and my dad are both getting up there in age. Are you 
sure you don’t have any relatives in the United States?” 

Leonard’s eyes twitched before looking at Lars as the fox sat his rifle on the ground and 
knelt in front of the wolf. Though Leonard did not say anything, Lars did speak once more, “My 
dad met him in 2027. It was when he went to Alaska to do a job. From that day onward, they 
became really close. They’re still best friends now, and my dad married my mom whom he met 
earlier in 2027. They actually met each other three times over the course of a few years. Once in 
2027, again in 2028, and finally in 2030. They got married in 2031, and they had me in 2032. My 
dad actually still lives with both my mom and his best friend in the same house. It’s perhaps a bit 
of a different arrangement, but it all worked out just fine. My mom actually met my dad’s best 
friend in 2028 when my dad went to Africa for a different job he was doing. He said it wasn’t too 
fun, but he said he did what he needed to do. I never really asked to know too much about it.” 
Leonard was paying attention to the fox’s monolog, but he did not have anything to say in 
response; he also did not give any sort of signal to the fox which would indicate that he was 
listening, but the wolf was not even sure what sort of signal he would have given even if he was 


ready to communicate with the fox again. 


While still kneeling, the fox rotated his body around to view the door of the armory, and 
he could still hear Mr. Cox and Chef Mike shouting at one another. With the fox’s back now 
facing the wolf, his bushy tail was getting in the way again, but instead of pushing it away, 
Leonard simply accepted the tail’s presence and allowed it to brush up against him. Lars spoke, 
unaware that his tail was on Leonard, “Gosh. They’re still at it in there? How long have they 
been shouting at one another? I tell ya, I think now I can definitely see why someone would 
come to the conclusion that Furryton Academy is the worst school to go to in the world: It’s not 
because the school looks like a dump, it’s because the staff simply can’t function.” Lars paused 
for a second before continuing his monolog, “You know, it may not even be due to the fact that 
there’s not much staff to begin with. I mean, I'll advocate for that position for just a bit: We’ve 
only seen three staff members at this school. One has likely been killed, and the remaining two 
are the president of the school and the chef. They don’t seem to get along with one another, but 
do you think that the core issue here is that people know how Mr. Cox is? I mean, it was a bit 
difficult working with him, and Chef Mike’s just been arguing with him for a good while. 
Nothing’s ever going to get done if you only keep arguing and never start working towards a 
solution.” 

Lars looked over his shoulder at the wolf, but he quickly realized that his tail was lying 
on Leonard’s lap, “Oh, I’m sorry, Leonard.” The fox rotated his body back around and faced the 
wolf yet again while still sitting on his knees. Leonard’s eyes were looking at the fox now, but 
his head was not exactly moving to accommodate the position of his eyes. Lars decided to 
continue what he was talking about before he shifted his position, “What I’m saying though is 
that maybe Furryton Academy doesn’t have staffing because Mr. Cox may not be the best person 


to have acting as the president of such an establishment. I mean, there’s still the possibility that 


people don’t really feel comfortable working in this kind of environment, but heck, I say it 
mostly depends on who you have being the head of the place. There’s tons of... Well — 
dangerous occupations that people fill that others may not be willing to fill. The point is that Mr. 
Cox doesn’t seem that good at motivating people to want to get the job done. Then again, I 
wasn’t expecting this sort of experience at Furryton Academy, and just like you, it’s only my 
first real day here.” The wolf’s eyes were still fixated on the fox’s face, and Lars noticed this 
sense of attention. The fox decided to test the waters a bit further, “Hey Leonard, can you do me 
a favor and blink?” The wolf hesitated for a few seconds, but he did blink once. The fox smiled, 
“There you go. See? You’re gonna be alright.” 

Using manual control, the controller moved a Zoff unit down a hall, but he encountered 
another Zoff unit which was just standing still. The controller was not sure why the unit was 
standing still, but he quickly began to assume that the machine’s software had crashed. The 
controller sighed to himself, and he conducted the Zoff unit he was using to raise its MP5 and 
point it at the torso of the stationary unit. The controller directed the machine to fire at the 
stationary machine, but after emptying a magazine at the machine, the controller watched one of 
the grid lights go off. Upon realizing that he had terminated a completely operational machine 
that was just not assigned to a patrol path, the controller exhaled loudly and uttered a curse word 
under his breath, “Motherfucker...” After getting a grasp of his frustration, the controller read 
the grid, looked at the number of remaining Zoff units, and he could see that there were only 
thirty machines left. The controller was not confident at all that the Zoff units would be able to 
fulfill the objective, and at this point, he felt as if they were just as good as dead weight. He was 
not sure how long it would be before the other units would either crash due to a software bug or 


for them to drop from gunfire. The controller was just about ready to abandon his position and 


just try to make his way to the armory in person and hope that the remaining people would not 
find him suspicious. The controller was not sure if the Zoff would open fire on him while not in 
the control room, but if they did open fire on him, it would allow him to deny affiliations with 
the Zoff in the first place. Besides, he even considered the possibility that he would be able to 
eliminate his targets in person if he was able to keep himself from arousing too much suspicion. 

The controller was also not sure what he would do about the control room if he were to 
abandon his post. He did not want his targets to find the control room, especially since they 
would likely be able to control the Zoff units for themselves. However, they would still only be 
able to control them one at a time and not direct the Al-controlled units to not fire upon the 
anthros at the campus. The controller also knew that if he were to destroy the control room, he 
would not be able to control any more Zoff units that would be sent to Furryton Academy. 
However, considering how the day went, the controller was not really too fond of the idea of 
controlling more Zoff units in the future. He would be surprised if his employers would even let 
him keep his job after being unsuccessful at eliminating six people with four hundred killer 
robots at his disposal. Even if they would let him keep his job, the amount of options the 
controller had for doing his work left him severely limited in his capabilities. There was not 
much of a reason for him to keep the control room operational if he could hardly do anything 
with it. 

Having made his decision, the controller stood up from his chair before picking up the 
chair and ramming it into the computer equipment on his desk. The central screen shattered after 
one hit, but the controller rammed his chair into the screen multiple times to just make sure that 
the hardware was completely inoperable. After destroying his screen, the controller turned to 


some more computer equipment part of the setup, and he proceeded to destroy it by picking it up 


and slamming it against the wall before the plastic covers broke off and exposed the printed 
circuit board being held in the casing. The controller unplugged the wires connected to the circuit 
board, and he flexed the board until it broke. Upon unplugging the wires from the board, the 
remaining lights on the grid display all went away, but the display was still turned on. The 
controller was not sure if the control box was just not communicating any more Zoff statuses or 
if the remaining units required for the signal box to be operational for them to function. Either 
way, the controller did not really care, and he ripped the grid display off of the wall and threw it 
at the floor. The impact dented up the display’s plastic casing, but the display itself looked as if it 
was still intact. The controller picked up his chair and whacked the display grid with it, making 
sure that he had completely destroyed it. 

After destroying two screens and some computer equipment, the controller turned to the 
rest of the equipment on the table, and he used his chair to demolish it all. The controller would 
toss his chair at the equipment, and once the impact had settled, he would pick the chair back up 
and smash the equipment again and again. A few times, the controller would pick up some pieces 
of equipment and throw them at other equipment or the walls. Using his tan boots, the controller 
would also kick some equipment around, and he would stomp on some smaller pieces such as 
printed circuit boards. At one point, the controller even overturned his table and broke the legs 
off of it to use as makeshift clubs which he could use against what was left of his computer 
equipment. The controller did not feel too bad about destroying the equipment: While he hardly 
felt bad about doing anything people would consider to be immoral, reckless, or unnecessary, the 
controller was not really losing any of his own property since the equipment he was destroying 


belonged to his employers. However, the controller felt that his employers did not really need to 


know what happened to the equipment, so he determined that he would just tell them lies if they 
were to ever question what happened to the equipment. 

After carrying out a few more acts of violence against inanimate electronics, the 
controller picked up his radio pack, put it on his back, and he exited the room. Upon exiting the 
room, Jothie looked left and right just to make sure there were no Zoff units roaming the halls. 
However, given the last source of information given to him by the grid, there were only about 
thirty machines left on the campus, and Jothie was not even sure if they were still operational or 
not. Nevertheless, Jothie knew that heading back to the armory would be his best bet, and he had 
a bit of a better grasp on the school’s layout since he explored quite a bit of the campus while 
manually controlling the Zoff units. Not wanting to waste anymore time, Jothie proceeded down 
the hall to regroup with his targets. He was mainly hoping that they would not inquire too deeply 
into his whereabouts during the day. After all, he did leave the group right before the Zoff first 
showed up. However, he did still have a fair bit of time to come up with some sort of excuse to 
tell his targets. At the same time, Jothie was hoping that something would happen to his targets 
that would eliminate the need for him to tell them a lie in the first place. While he did not have 
any objection to telling lies, Jothie’s primary concern was just not coming off as being 
suspicious. 

“Was that the last of them?” Lars wondered aloud as he had not encountered a Zoff unit 
in quite a long time. Leonard was now using his head to track the fox, and he was still keeping 
eye contact with him. However, the wolf was still not saying anything to the fox. Lars propped 
his AR-15 up against the wall and sat directly to Leonard’s left, “You know, all of those Zoff 
units lined up in the halls were likely put there by the guy who’s controlling them. I bet he forgot 


to turn on their AI or something, and that’s why they were just standing there. If he’s going to 


put all of those Zoff units there, then that means that he knows exactly where we are. However, 
I’ve only seen a couple Al-controlled units walk by since that happened. I was getting a bit 
concerned that I’d run out of ammo to take them down with, but it looks like that shouldn’t be 
too much of an issue at this point. Heck, maybe the guy gave up? I mean, he obviously spent a 
pretty decent bit of time lining them all up out there, and I just knocked ‘em all down. What do 
you think, Leonard?” The wolf looked at the fox with both his head and his eyes, but he did not 
say anything in response. The fox chuckled to try and lighten the mood, “Hah... Ah, don’t worry 
about it too much. We’ll get through this together. Does that sound like a good idea to you?” 
Leonard did not respond in any verbal way, but he still kept his eyes on the fox. The wolf was 
not even sure if what he was going through was even real at this point. The whole situation just 


felt so surreal, and Leonard was afraid to say anything. He just wanted this nightmare to end. 


Chapter 11 


One Day Down 


Proceeding further down the hall, Jothie was getting closer and closer to reaching his 
destination, but that was when he heard a voice sound from the headset connected to his radio 
pack, ““Tau-22, do you copy? Over.” The fox stopped, and he went to reach for his PTT button, 
but he quickly found out that it was not clipped to his belt; he never even put it on his belt in the 
first place. Crouching down, Jothie dropped the radio pack that was on his back before looking 
for the PTT connected to the radio pack. While still searching for the PTT, Jothie heard the same 
voice from the radio’s speaker, “Tau-22, do you copy? Over.” After undoing a Velcro flap 
covering an additional pouch on the pack, Jothie pulled out a device with a button on it; it was 
the button he was searching for. The fox adjusted his headset before holding the button to reply 
to the other person using the same frequency, “This is Tau-22. Send traffic. Over.” The radio 
operator promptly returned a response, “Tau-22, this is Zeta. Our systems indicate that all four 
hundred XAI-2 units at the location are now offline. What happened? Over.” 

Jothie did not know that the remaining units that were active before he destroyed the 
control systems were no longer operational, but he did not want to reveal the equipment’s 
destruction to his superiors at the moment. The fox initially decided to reply to them assuming 


that the remaining units self-destructed upon losing the connection to the command equipment, 


but before he spoke, Jothie altered his explanation so as to not give too much information, 
“There’s been a few issues. Mainly all of them being destroyed. Over.” There was no reply for a 
few seconds, but when the fox heard Zeta’s voice after a brief moment of silence, the human 
sounded quite confused, “What? How did that happen? Over.” The fox immediately thought 
back to him destroying the control equipment, but he then remembered that most of the machines 
were destroyed by gunfire, “They uh... Broke. They were shot at. Over.” Zeta’s reply was a bit 
more timely after hearing this information, “Broke? What did you do to them?” Jothie was not 
willing to tell the entire truth to his superiors, but he could at least provide a partial account of 
the incident which was somewhat plausible enough, “It’s not what I did do. It’s more what they 
didn’t do. Over.” Upon receiving the vague response, Zeta felt as if Jothie was not giving enough 
information, “Be more specific. What happened? Who shot them? Over.” Jothie paused for a 
second while trying to come up with the right amount of information to divulge, but he did reply 
before taking a prolonged moment of silence, “Some fuckin’ fox. He’s been taking a lot of them 
out. Over.” 

Zeta was still not really satisfied with the fox’s answer, but he decided that he would not 
try and get any more information for the time being, “We’re not going to be able to send more 
XAI-2s to the AO until tomorrow. Have you eliminated any of the targets? Over.” Jothie closed 
his eyes and shook his head as he exhaled. The fox replied as he kept his eyes closed, “Not on 
purpose, if any. Over.” Zeta was not too pleased to hear this news, “What have you been doing 
the whole day, then? How did you lose four hundred units to a small group? Over.” Jothie shook 
his head and clenched his empty fist with as much force as his hand would let him. The fox let 
out an annoyed grunt before holding the PTT button to reply, “They despawned... What do you 


fucking think?! They were shot at until they stopped! Over...” Zeta was surprised to hear the fox 


reply in the way he did, but there was really nothing he could really do at the moment. 
Nevertheless, Zeta decided to leave his inside anthro with a warning, “Since you can’t eliminate 
the targets with the XAIs, you are to eliminate them yourself by any means necessary before 
morning. The next batch of units will tag you as hostile and eliminate you if you fail your task. Is 
that clear? Over.” Jothie did not really have any other choice but to accept this new update to his 
mission, “I'll see to it.” Zeta finally replied one last time before ending the transmission, “You’d 
better see to it. Out.” It was now up to Jothie himself to do what he could not do with the Zoff. 
After finishing the transmission, Jothie took his headset off and tossed it towards the 
ground. The fox was planning on fulfilling his objective, but at this point, he was not really 
looking to fulfill it for the sake of his employer’s sake; Rather, he felt he had a personal reason to 
eliminate his targets. For Jothie’s own sake, his targets were no longer people simply declared 
targets by his superiors, they were his own targets. Not needing the radio anymore, Jothie 
removed the radio from the pack before slamming it against the wall, trying to break it. After 
ramming the radio at the wall a few more times, several pieces started to detach from the device 
while the device itself was getting more and more damaged. After banging the radio up for a bit, 
the fox picked the device up and carried it to the nearest window he could find. Interestingly, the 
window Jothie stood before was still intact and not shattered: Most of the windows at Furryton 
Academy had been destroyed one way or another. Jothie decided to make broken windows a tad 
bit more common at Furryton Academy by slinging the radio at the window and watching the 
radio fly out the building as the window shattered. The fox did not bother to look out the window 
to see where the radio went, but he could hear a faint thumping sound as the device impacted the 
ground. With the radio destroyed, Jothie grabbed the empty pack, slung it on his back, and he 


proceeded to continue on his trip back to the armory, the last place he had sighted his targets. 


Looking out one of the destroyed windows, Lars looked at the campus’ courtyard, but he 
did not see any movement. Leonard was still sitting in the same spot he had been in ever since 
Lars helped him out of the armory, but he still did not bother to do much to help the situation. 
The fox said, ““That’s interesting. You’d think at least one of them would’ve shown up by now. 
Maybe all of them really are gone. You think so, Leonard?” The wolf remained silent, but he did 
take a quick glance at the fox before looking back at the floor. Lars did see Leonard give him eye 
contact for a moment, but after the wolf looked away again, the fox’s attention turned towards 
the armory door. Lars stood in silence for a few seconds before noticing that something was 
different, “Hey... Wait... I don’t hear them shouting at one another anymore. Did they finally 
give it up?” Leonard still provided no response for the fox’s question, but at the same time, the 
wolf felt as if the fox’s question did not really require an answer. After all, it was not like 
Leonard knew the answer to the question. The fox went back to standing in silence while trying 
to remember the last noise he heard which came from the armory. At this point, Lars was not 
really sure just how long it had been since he remembered hearing the shouting match: For the 
most part, he had just drowned out the shouting by simply considering it background noise and 
refusing to pay attention to it. 

“Say, I’d better check on them. You think that’s a good idea?” Lars asked the wolf. 
Leonard was not entirely sure why Lars was asking him whether he should check on Mr. Cox 
and Chef Mike since the wolf figured that the fox was likely going to go ahead and check on 
them regardless of what his answer would be. With that in mind, Leonard simply kept his mouth 
shut as he watched Lars approach the door rather casually. Before he moved close enough to 
open the door, though, the fox slowed down a bit and slowly outstretched his hand to grab the 


handle; After all, it sounded awfully quiet in the armory, and Lars felt that somebody probably 


should have exited the room by now. Lars grasped the door handle with his right hand: He was 
uneasy enough to proceed very slowly while checking on what was happening in the armory, but 
he was not uneasy to the point of opening the door with his left hand to allow him easier access 
to his firearm still holstered on his right thigh. Lars took a deep breath before turning the door 
handle and opening the door. Leonard simply remained seated where he was, but he was sitting 
in a position which allowed him to somewhat see what was going on, though his view was 
mainly limited to watching Lars. He was not in a position for him to be able to see anything 
happening within the armory. 

Upon opening the door, the fox jumped backwards in shock as he saw Mr. Cox’s lifeless 
body lying on the floor in a pool of his own blood. The maned wolf’s throat had been slit along 
with multiple stab wounds visible on his chest, arms, and neck. Before the fox could say 
anything, he saw Chef Mike turn around and look at him; the raccoon dog had blood all over his 
formerly white chef outfit. Lars looked on the table next to Chef Mike, and he could see a sizable 
Bowie knife resting on the table with blood all over it. The fox was not sure what to say, but he 
felt that he should probably say something at the very least, “What happened here?” Chef Mike 
only stared at the fox and did not say anything. Lars looked back over to the deceased maned 
wolf, and he took a slow step backwards while he slowly moved his right arm down towards his 
holstered Glock. The raccoon dog noticed what Lars was reaching for, so he grabbed the Bowie 
knife on the table and began to slowly make his way towards the fox. At this point, Lars hastened 
his movements, and he backed up further while drawing and presenting his firearm. Now with 
his Glock in his hands, Lars saw that Chef Mike was still on the approach. With his handgun 


pointed towards the approaching threat, the fox shouted, “Hey! Stop right there!” However, the 


raccoon dog did not listen to the fox; he only continued to move closer and closer to Lars without 
saying anything. 

Lars continued to back up until he felt his back collide with the wall behind him. The 
fox’s handgun was now pointed at the head of the raccoon dog, but Chef Mike was still unfazed 
by the fox. Lars shouted again, “Drop the knife! Drop the knife!” The raccoon dog did not bother 
to listen, and as he approached the fox, he raised his bloodied knife and flipped it around in his 
hand; he was preparing to use it on Lars. The fox was beginning to realize that if he did not open 
fire, he would likely be killed by Chef Mike. Lars was not sure if the raccoon dog was playing 
some sort of sick joke, or if he was actually about to kill him. Nevertheless, Lars shouted one last 
time, “Drop the knife, or I wi// open fire! Last chance!” Chef Mike still did not seem to listen to 
anything the fox was saying, but he did not speed up his pace either: The raccoon dog still 
continued at a slow but steady pace as he was now in the process of raising the knife in his hand. 
Lars moved the handgun closer to his body while still keeping the barrel pointed at Chef Mike; 
he did not want the raccoon dog to slash his arms up. With the raccoon dog closing in, Lars was 
running out of options. He would either fire at Chef Mike or die the same way Mr. Cox did. 

The fox heard a hail of gunfire break out, and after blinking a few times thanks to his 
reflexes, he watched Chef Mike collapse to the ground with the knife still in his hands. Lars did 
not remember pulling the trigger despite his finger being on the trigger, and he was beginning to 
think that it was not him who pulled the trigger. The gunshots sounded as if they came from 
Lars’ right, and when the fox looked to his right, he saw a figure holding a pistol. Initially 
thinking he saw a Zoff unit, the fox launched himself off the wall he was backed up against, took 
a firm shooting stance, and he aimed his Glock at the figure which had just intervened. The 


figure pointed his own handgun at the fox, but after just a couple seconds, Lars noticed that the 


figure he was pointing his handgun at had a tail. Just then, the fox recognized that he was looking 
at another fox, and he quickly realized who exactly he was looking at, “Jothie?” Lars slowly 
lowered his handgun, but Jothie kept his pistol raised for just a few seconds before lowering it 
himself, “Yes?” 

The cross fox lowered the handgun into his holster and relaxed his stance while he asked 
his first question, “Where have you been? I haven’t seen you since this morning.” While Jothie 
felt that he could have just ended Lars then and there, he wanted to get his targets to trust him 
before taking them out. The red fox answered with a lie, “I’ve been checking out the place. I’ve 
been trying to see where they’ve been coming from and what we could do to our advantage.” 
While Lars witnessed the Zoff initially enter Furryton Academy via a helicopter, the thought did 
not occur to him at the moment, so he took Jothie’s word. The cross fox was curious to know 
what Jothie knew, “Yeah? And what did you find?” The red fox replied, ““Not too much, really. 
This place has plenty of corners, but there’s a few defensive places which we can hold. Other 
than that, they’re just “get out of the way’ places. You know?” While Jothie’s lie was not very 
convincing, Lars still decided to give him the benefit of the doubt for the time being. After all, 
with both Mr. Cox and Chef Mike now deceased, Lars did not really have anybody else to work 
with, and he would much rather work with a team rather than go solo. 

The cross fox still questioned Jothie to get more information about the ‘places’ he spoke 
of, “So what are these places?” The red fox began to slowly approach the cross fox as he held his 
handgun in his hands but at a lowered stance, “Basically just corners. There’s some closets and 
rooms with fewer windows that one could hide in.” Lars looked at the handgun which Jothie 
held, and he could see that it was also a Glock 17; the same model which the Zoff units carried. 


The cross fox asked the red fox, “Did you pick up that gun from the Zoff?” Jothie had no idea 


what a ‘Zoff? was, but he decided he would just reply to Lars’ question and not try and come 
across as being too suspicious, “Yeah, uh... I picked one up on the way back here. I just decided 
that hiding probably wasn’t the best thing to do if they saw me duck in a room, so I picked this 
thing up. It’s better than nothing.” There were a few things which Jothie said which did not add 
up with reality, but Lars decided to object to something else, “Wait... You have a tan holster. All 
of the Zoff I’ve seen had black holsters. Where did you get that from?” Jothie decided to just 
give a simple answer this time; it was beginning to occur to him that he did not have to try too 
hard to sound innocent, “It’s just something I saw around.” 

Though Jothie’s words did not match up with reality, the exhausting day left little room 
for Lars and Leonard to consider the various issues regarding Jothie’s alibi. Jothie looked down 
at the deceased raccoon dog and asked, ““Why’d this guy attack you?” Lars shook his head, “I 
dunno. He killed Mr. Cox.” Jothie did not quite remember the name of the school’s president, but 
he decided to play along again, “Yeah?” Lars nodded and gestured towards the armory, “Yeah. 
Go ahead and take a look for yourself.” Lars led Jothie to the school’s armory, and when the 
cross fox opened the door, he pointed at Mr. Cox’s deceased body, “Right there. They started 
arguing for a good while in here, and I took Leonard out of the armory so he didn’t have to hear 
it. The stress was kinda getting to him. I came back in to check on them, and Mr. Cox was dead.” 
Lars then looked over to the right to see that Lewis was still unconscious and lying on the floor, 
“And Lewis hasn’t woken up yet. Can you do us a favor and move him out of here? I’m getting 
hungry, and I’m pretty sure Leonard is hungry as well. I’m going to take him to the cafeteria and 
see if we can find something to eat for dinner. Do you think you can take Lewis there and meet 
us?” Jothie nodded, looking at the unconscious coyote before looking back up at Lars, “Sure.” 


Lars returned a nod of his own bundled with a smile, “Oh, thank you so much. Considering what 


I’ve heard about Chef Mike from the argument he had with Mr. Cox, I’d reckon that most of the 
food in the cafeteria is frozen food that we can microwave. I’ll save you some food for when you 
get down there.” Jothie nodded again, but this time, he did not say anything. He merely waited 
for Lars to say his parting statement before exiting the armory, “So yeah. I’m not entirely sure 
where the cafeteria was, but we’ll find it. I guess I'll see you there, then.” Jothie simply watched 
Lars as the cross fox exited the armory. 

Leonard watched as Lars approached him and extended his hand while bending his knees 
a bit to lower himself enough to the wolf, “Hey, Leonard. We’re going to get some food. I bet 
youre getting hungry. Jothie is going to take Lewis and get him out of the armory. He’s 
supposed to meet us in the cafeteria when he brings Lewis out. Are you ready to go?” The wolf 
did not say a word, but he did offer his right hand for the fox to grab. Lars helped Leonard stand 
up, and once both of them were standing, the fox wrapped his right hand around the wolf’s torso 
and grabbed his right shoulder to try and comfort him to a degree, “Here, I’ve got you. You’re 
going to be fine. Let’s get going. Shall we?” The wolf complied with the fox, and he walked with 
him down the hall, moving past all of the destroyed Zoff units littering the floor. The wolf was 
definitely glad to get out of the place he had been stuck in for the last several hours. Lars even 
commented on the time as he walked with the wolf, seeing that the sky was getting darker, 
“Wow. It’s already evening? Being held up here for the whole day can’t really be all that fun. 
Don’t worry, though. It's all over now. We’re going to get some food and calm down. Doesn’t 
that sound like a good idea?” Leonard did not have an answer for Lars, but he was at least being 
cooperative. 

Jothie slowly stepped out of the armory and looked at the direction which Lars and 


Leonard both went. The red fox gave a slight sigh of relief, and he looked down at the body of 


the raccoon dog he killed. Jothie knelt down on one knee as he manipulated the body with his 
bare hands, getting some blood on them. Rolling the body of Chef Mike over on his back, Jothie 
could see that the raccoon dog already had a lot of blood staining his clothes, though the blood 
did not seem to be from where he was shot. Judging by how much blood was accumulating on 
Chef Mike’s torso, Jothie estimated that he shot the raccoon dog at least nine times with his 
pistol. Either way, the raccoon dog was a bloodied mess, and his white chef outfit was definitely 
not white anymore. Eyeing the Bowie knife lying on the floor also drenched in blood, Jothie 
moved over to get closer to the knife, and he did not seem to mind stepping in the pool of blood 
with his tan boots. The fox picked up the bloodied Bowie knife with his bare hands, and he 
looked it over. Jothie was rather impressed with how large the knife was, and if the body of Mr. 
Cox was anything to go off of, he had already seen for himself what sort of damage the knife 
could do. 

With the knife now in his hands, Jothie turned back around to go back into the armory. 
Opening the door and letting himself in, the fox looked at the corpse of Mr. Cox on the floor 
once again, but this time, Jothie squatted down to get a better look of the maned wolf’s fatal 
wounds. Like Chef Mike, Mr. Cox’s white shirt was completely drenched in blood, and the 
blood was even staining the maned wolf’s black dress pants. The ill-fitting tie which Mr. Cox 
wore had even been sliced by the knife, but Jothie was not sure if this was done before or after 
Mr. Cox had died. Further visually examining the deceased maned wolf slumped up against the 
rear wall of the armory, Jothie could not really find anything too interesting to look at, but he 
was becoming quite eager to try out the Bowie knife which he had just picked up. Seeing that 
Mr. Cox’s worn glasses still had lenses in their frames, Jothie had an idea: Positioning the knife 


in his hand to allow for him to lunge forwards and thrust with it, the fox lined the tip of the knife 


up with the lens of Mr. Cox’s glasses and his eye before jabbing it through the glasses and into 
the deceased maned wolf’s eye. Planting the knife directly into the maned wolf, Jothie twisted 
the knife in Mr. Cox’s eye socket before pulling the knife out and taking the destroyed eyeball 
with it. Jothie watched as blood exited the maned wolf’s eye socket and spilled down his cheeks, 
almost appearing as bloody tears. Jothie then looked at the knife he held, and he looked at the 
blood which had gotten on his hands. The fox did not mind the blood whatsoever, and when he 
thought about the blood, he found that he only was feeling hungry for more blood. 

While still in the same position he was already in, Jothie shifted his focus to the maned 
wolf’s right eye, the eye which was still intact. This time, Jothie did not even hesitate before 
jamming the knife in the maned wolf’s eye socket and twisting it again before extracting Mr. 
Cox’s other eyeball and allowing it to roll on the ground before stomping on it with his boot. 
Jothie let out a slight laugh as he squished the eyeball as if it was an olive, but he felt as if he did 
not really have much to do with the body; After all, Chef Mike had already done a great deal of 
damage to the maned wolf. Jothie wanted to carve up a body that was still intact enough. Turning 
around and standing up, the fox spotted Lewis, the coyote which Lars had asked him to bring to 
the cafeteria. Feeling a slight sense of excitement, Jothie looked around the armory and stood 
still for a second to make sure that nobody was around. If he was going to brutally murder the 
coyote, he wanted to do such in a manner which would not be immediately detected. Even 
though Jothie did not hear anybody within the general vicinity, he took light steps as he 
approached the coyote before getting down on one knee and holding the knife up in front of his 
face to view the blood which covered the stainless steel blade. 

Looking down at the defenseless coyote, Jothie reached his left hand out to feel the 


coyote’s pulse. Jothie confirmed that the coyote was still alive, even though he may have been 


unconscious. In a way, the fox was a bit disappointed that Lewis was not conscious to witness 
his own demise. Wondering what he wanted to do with the coyote first, Jothie looked over 
Lewis’ body with the knife in his right hand, still dripping some blood from being stuck in Mr. 
Cox’s eyes. Jothie felt his breathing becoming more excited; he was getting anxious about 
cutting up Lewis. His anxiety was not due to him debating the murder in his head; Rather, he was 
anxious because he could not get over the thrill of taking a life so gruesomely. Finally lowering 
the blade, Jothie decided to bring it to Lewis’ throat. The fox held the knife at the coyote’s throat 
for a few seconds before ramming it directly into his neck as far as he could push it. 
Immediately, Jothie could hear Lewis’ breathing patterns become compromised as his windpipe 
was destroyed by the blade. Jothie removed the knife from Lewis’ neck before jamming it in 
there again. Jothie repeated this action several times, and each time he removed the blade and 
jammed it back in, he would do so at a quicker rate. 

After ramming the blade in Lewis’ throat about twenty times, Jothie kept the Bowie knife 
lodged in the coyote’s throat before checking his pulse once again. This time, the coyote no 
longer had a pulse; he was dead. Blood was still pouring out from the deceased coyote’s neck, 
and Jothie was not even bothered that blood was now staining his own fur and clothing. Jothie 
put his hands back on the bloodied handle of the Bowie knife, and when he removed the knife 
from the coyote’s neck once again, he had an idea form in his head. Turning the knife and 
holding it horizontally, Jothie grabbed the top of Lewis’s head, and he pulled it upwards to see 
how much of the coyote’s neck was damaged by the knife. Adjusting his position, the fox was 
now sitting on Lewis’ chest with his boots planted on the bloody floor to give him some stability. 
The fox held the coyote’s head up as far as he could before beginning the process of sawing off 


Lewis’ head with the bowie knife. Though the bowie knife was probably not the world’s most 


efficient tool to decapitate an anthro with, Jothie decided that he would enjoy the challenge, so 
he worked at sawing the coyote’s head off. As the fox continued to cut through the coyote’s 
spine, blood continued to pour from Lewis’ open wounds, and the blood continued to stain the 
red fox’s now very red hands. Jothie did not make any sound during the event, but he could feel 
himself forming a bit of a grin while he worked at removing the coyote’s head. He was definitely 
enjoying himself. 

After about a minute more of sawing, Jothie finally felt Lewis’ spine completely break, 
and he felt that the coyote’s head was indeed no longer connected to his body. Setting the knife 
down for a moment, Jothie picked up the disembodied head of Lewis and looked at the blank 
expression which was still on the coyote’s face: Lewis’ jaw was open ever so slightly, and one of 
his eyes was actually halfway open, partially revealing his eye. With the disembodied head of 
Lewis in his hands, Jothie slammed it on the ground a few times, and each time he did so, he 
could feel the grin on his face becoming more and more prominent. Jothie had even gotten to the 
point of getting a chuckle out of slamming the deceased coyote’s decapitated head into the wall 
while seeing if he could not knock more blood out of his head. After he finished battering the 
head, the fox dropped the head in his lap, picked up the knife from off the floor, stabbed out both 
of Lewis’ eyes, and he watched the blood roll down the coyote’s cheeks as if they were tears. 
After gouging out both of Lewis’ eyes, Jothie stuck the knife in Lewis’ nose and pulled it out to 
watch some blood drip out of the coyote’s nose. 

Running out of ideas, Jothie forced Lewis’ mouth to open, and he stuck the knife inside 
of the coyote’s mouth and cut out his tongue. Pulling the tongue from the coyote’s mouth, Jothie 
squeezed it in his hand before throwing it at the wall which already had a sizable blood splatter 


on it from ramming the disembodied head of Lewis into it. Jothie finally jammed the knife into 


the top of Lewis’ skull, and using the knife as a handle, Jothie rammed the head into the floor 
until it slipped off the knife. After the head detached itself from the knife, Jothie watched as it 
rolled on the floor before coming to a complete stop in the middle of the armory. The fox let out 
a bit of a chuckle once the head stopped rolling, but at the same time, he was a bit disappointed 
that he would not get to keep playing with what was left of Lewis’ head; he realized that he had 
inflicted simply too much damage to the head to continue getting enjoyment from playing with 
it. Head aside, the sadistic fox still had the headless body of the coyote to play with for a bit, but 
he was not sure what all he really wanted to do with it. Jothie grabbed the coyote’s left arm, and 
he jammed the knife in the coyote’s wrist before making a large gash that ran up the coyote’s 
arm and watching the blood pour out of it. Unfortunately for the fox, Lewis was not losing as 
much blood as he was earlier since a great deal of it was already lost from the decapitation. Still, 
Jothie did not really hesitate to grab the coyote’s right arm and slice it the same way he did with 
the left arm. 

After jamming the knife in the coyote’s chest several times, Jothie was beginning to get 
bored with the coyote’s body. Jamming the knife in the coyote’s chest one last time, the fox 
carved a circle in Lewis’ body before removing the knife and finally standing up to view his 
handiwork. The armory’s floor was now drenched in blood from the two deceased anthros who 
had died in the room, and both their blood was on Jothie’s clothes and fur. Jothie wiped the 
blood off the knife with his arm fur, and once the knife was somewhat clear of blood, the fox 
looked for a place to put it, but he did not see anything he would be able to use as a sheath for the 
time being. Jothie decided that he would just hold the knife in his hands and maybe find a way to 
keep it sheathed later. However, for the time being, he knew that he would have to leave the 


armory. The fox had no intention of showing up to the cafeteria with Leonard and Lars. Not only 


did Jothie have no idea where the cafeteria was relative to the armory, he knew that they would 
surely become suspicious since he would not be bringing Lewis with him. Of course, that was if 
the excessive amount of blood all over his fur and clothes did not make them suspicious at first. 
At the same time, Jothie figured that Leonard and Lars would begin to wonder where he was and 
would likely return to the armory to find out what happened. Either way, Jothie was not planning 
on remaining at the armory. He still had a special weapon of his own which his employer 
provided him with, and he would have to return back to his own dorm room to retrieve it. 

Jothie exited the armory and began to walk the opposite direction which Leonard and 
Lars traveled in. The fox was leaving behind a trail of bloody shoe prints, but he was not too 
worried; he knew that the blood would not give away his final location. As the fox walked, he 
mentally counted the number of people who he had seen at the school. So far, he had confirmed 
four of the targets to be deceased, but there were still a few more anthros who were still either 
alive or missing. While Mr. Den, Mr. Cox, Chef Mike, and Lewis were confirmed to be dead, 
Jothie was wondering where Robby was. He had briefly seen the cat during orientation as well as 
the moment before the Zoff attacked the school, but he had not seen him since then, save for a 
few times the cat appeared on the fox’s camera feed when manually controlling the Zoff. The fox 
was not too concerned with finding the cat; he decided that if the cat had escaped, he would 
consider the cat to no longer be a target. However, there were still two anthros remaining: Lars 
and Leonard were both still active, and Jothie was particularly interested in ending the rival fox’s 
life. After all, it was Lars who was responsible for gunning down the majority of the Zoff units 
throughout the day. Jothie did recognize that he had a great opportunity to kill Lars earlier, but 


when the opportunity initially presented itself, he was not confident enough to pull the trigger 


then and there; he did not know who else was inside of the armory. The fox felt that he would 
run into Lars soon enough in the future, though. He just had to get himself prepared. 

Turning another corner, Jothie encountered a couple Zoff units simply stuck in a standing 
position while holding their MP5s. The fox stopped by the two machines, but they did not appear 
to be active at all. Giving a brief look at the condition of the Zoff units combined with the fact 
that there were two of them standing within mere feet of one another, Jothie reasoned that these 
machines likely stopped when he destroyed the equipment in his control room. The fox was not 
sure why the machines did not continue to operate autonomously, but he now understood why 
his employers contacted him after he destroyed the equipment: They were able to see the active 
Zoff units connected to the equipment. Either way, Jothie was not too concerned that he would 
no longer have the machines to use at his disposal. The fox was quite disappointed by the 
eXperimental Autonomous Infantry units sent to the site by his employers. They were even the 
second rendition of the manufacturer’s product line, and they were still largely ineffective at 
killing things. 

Jothie then remembered why he was at Furryton Academy in the first place: It was his job 
to train the artificial intelligence of the machines to make them more effective at combat. These 
machines were still quite rudimentary, and they definitely needed some work to make them 
better. Ultimately, Jothie was somewhat glad that he would be able to take on the fox without 
having to do it via a remote control setting: He would get to face his enemies directly, and he felt 
confident that he would be able to accomplish his purpose. Along with a special weapon, the fox 
did have some combat gear stashed in his room along with a change of clothes. He wanted to 
have every advantage he could get. He was not interested in letting Lars have any advantage for 


when he would go out to hunt him down. Though he missed an opportunity earlier, Jothie 


assured himself that he would not miss another opportunity to end the fox’s life again. It was 


time for him to get serious. 


Chapter 12 


Down Time 


“Ah, this is the place,” Lars said to Leonard as both anthros entered the school’s 
cafeteria. The fox spoke again as he looked around the place, “Even though we were here just 
yesterday, the place looks so much different, but I’m going to guess that’s probably due to the 
lighting or lack thereof.” The wolf was still not very talkative, but his condition was improving: 
At this point, he was able to walk entirely on his own without requiring the assistance of Lars. 
The fox looked up at the light fixtures in the room and said, “No wonder it looks so bad in here. 
Half of the lights seem to be broken. I wonder how many of them are broken due to damage to 
the building’s electrical systems compared to bulbs that are just inoperable. Either way, that 
microwave worked yesterday, so unless something extraordinarily unfortunate happened here 
between yesterday and today, it should still be working properly.” Leonard looked around the 
cafeteria as well, and the sun setting would make it only harder for the two of them to see; 
functioning lighting seemed to be very minimal in the school. 

As the wolf continued to examine his immediate surroundings, he spotted a figure 
standing in the corner of the cafeteria. Leonard initially did not notice the figure since it was 
standing in a relatively darkened part of the room, but he noticed the figure when he shifted his 


focus to trying to make up exactly what was in the dark. The wolf looked at Lars, and he realized 


that the distant figure he was looking at was not another Lars. Leonard grabbed the fox’s upper 
arm, and Lars immediately stopped to see what Leonard needed. The wolf said no words; he only 
pointed towards the figure in the dark. When Lars noticed the figure which Leonard was pointing 
at, he reached for his Glock, “Is that a Zoff?” As Leonard saw that the fox was pulling out his 
Glock 17, he took a few steps back to give Lars some room, but when Lars unholstered his 
handgun and pointed it at the shadowy figure, he did not fire. Instead, the fox said, “Hmmm... I 
don’t know what that is. If it’s Jothie, I don’t want to shoot. ll have to move up for a closer 
look. Stay a fair bit back if you want to come with me.” 

Lars began to slowly creep up forwards while continuing to point his Glock at the figure. 
A few times, the fox paused to squint at the figure because it did not seem to be moving. Lars 
was beginning to wonder if he was just pointing his pistol at an inanimate object that just 
coincidentally appeared humanoid in shape. When Lars finally approached the figure and was 
close enough for him to see what it was, he was able to positively identify it as a Zoff unit, but 
something did not seem to be right. Upon realizing it was a Zoff unit, Lars aimed his handgun 
directly at the machine, but he did not pull the trigger. The fox spoke to the wolf who was 
standing about three feet behind him, “Huh? It’s a Zoff unit, but it’s... It’s not even doing 
anything. Is it nonfunctional or something?” Lars kept his handgun trained on the machine, but 
once he was standing mere inches away from the unit, he holstered his pistol and looked to the 
Zoff unit: The machine was standing in a static position, holding its MP5 downward towards the 
ground with its legs in a neutral stance rather than a combative one. Lars looked at the MP5 in 
the machine’s hands, and he easily disarmed the Zoff unit by simply taking the submachine gun 
from the unit’s hands. With the submachine gun in his own hands, the fox ejected the magazine, 


and while still holding the magazine, Lars locked the charging handle back and caught the live 


round in his hand as it flew out of the ejection port. The fox put the round back in the magazine 
before inserting it into the MP5, but he left the charging handle locked back, thus leaving the 
weapon’s chamber empty. Lars sat the submachine gun on a nearby table before returning to the 
Zoff unit. 

When the fox returned to the machine, he went to remove the Glock from its holster: Lars 
walked up to the right side of the machine before unbuckling the holster’s retention strap and 
removing the Glock held within it. The fox removed the magazine, racked the slide, and caught 
the live round as it flew from the ejection port. Lars inserted the round back in the magazine 
before pulling the Glock’s slide one last time to make sure it was empty. With the pistol empty, 
the fox pointed the Glock in a safe direction and pulled the trigger to render the handgun inert. 
Lars then inserted the magazine into the Glock and placed it on the table right next to the MPS. 
Leonard watched the fox very closely as he disarmed the Zoff unit, but he still looked at the 
machine. This was the closest the wolf had been to a standing Zoff unit that was not trying to kill 
him. The wolf’s gaze moved back to the fox when he heard Lars speak, “Alright. That should do 
it. If it activates, it’s not going to be able to hurt us, and I’ll be able to stop it. ’ve taken down 
quite a few of these using only this 9mm handgun earlier, so it shouldn’t be too much of an issue. 
For right now though, I want to see what happened to this thing. Do you think we can move it 
into the light?” Leonard did not reply to the fox, but when Lars waved his hand for the wolf to 
come over, Leonard responded by approaching the Zoff unit. Reaching underneath the machine’s 
right shoulder, the fox spoke to the wolf, “Pick it up by grabbing its underarm. We should be 
able to move it if the two of us both grab it.” Leonard grabbed the machine’s left underarm, and 
once the wolf had a grip on the unit, Lars nodded and said, “Got it? Alright. Pick it up on three. 


Ready? One.. Two... Three!” 


The machine with all of its tactical gear was quite heavy, even for the two anthros both 
pitching in their strength, but they were successfully able to lift it off the floor. Lars and Leonard 
both began to walk forwards until they arrived at an area that was lit up sufficiently enough. 
Once they had entered the area, Lars spoke with some noticeable strain in his voice, “Agh... 
Yeah, that’s right... Let’s put it down here.” The two anthros both found a spot to stop in the 
middle of the light, and they sat the machine down; However, they did not set it down at the 
same time, and the machine fell backwards from not being able to balance itself. Though he was 
initially startled by how suddenly the machine fell, Lars put his left hand over his head and gave 
out a slight chuckle when he saw the machine was now lying on its back, “Heh... Whoops.” 
Leonard was slightly startled by the machine falling over as well, but when he realized that there 
was no threat, he calmed down again. 

Looking at the machine in the light, Lars saw much of what he had seen earlier in the 
day, “Yep. It looks like any other Zoff unit. They all have the same exact equipment. I wonder if 
the manufacturer buys all of this equipment or if they make it themselves. If you want my best 
guess, I’d say that they buy their equipment in bulk. The only issue is that multiple companies 
make components of this setup. Gentex makes the helmet, Blackhawk! makes the tactical vest, 
Revision makes those goggles, and a few other companies make other parts of the kit. I wonder 
how long it takes them to get all of the necessary stock of equipment together to kit out one of 
these Zoff units. Given the fact that I haven’t seen any variance of equipment today, I think it’s 
safe to assume that they have at least sufficient stock to equip the Zoff units that we’ve 
encountered. I wonder if they’re making more.” Lars looked back over to the MP5 he had on the 
somewhat distant table before speaking again, “You know, come to think of it: I’m wondering 


why they gave them all MP5s. They probably would’ve been more effective with AR-15s.” The 


fox finished speaking, but when he looked over to Leonard, he could see that the wolf was 
looking rather fatigued. The fox waited until Leonard looked at him to say, “Alright. I guess 
that’s enough fooling around for now. How about we get something to eat?” The wolf gave a 
slight nod to indicate an affirmative response, but he was not sure if Lars had noticed the motion 
since the fox was already on his way to the kitchen area of the cafeteria. 

Opening the freezer, Lars looked at the plethora of frozen food and said, “Goodness. 
Yeah, they don’t call him Chef Mike Rowave for nothing, I guess. This freezer has plenty of 
stuff in it.” Closing the freezer, Lars looked around the kitchen seeking food items that were not 
frozen foods, but his search ended with him finding nothing else but what was in the large 
freezer. The fox shook his head once he terminated his search, “Well... I guess microwave food 
is all we have here. Do you have any requests for what you want to eat? If not, I’m probably just 
going to do up those chicken nuggets we had yesterday since I saw that there’s another bag of 
them left in the freezer.” The wolf shrugged. Lars replied, “Nothing you can come up with? You 
don’t want to take a look in here for yourself?” The fox stepped beside the freezer and gestured 
towards it, but the wolf did not bother to move to the kitchen to look at what was in the freezer. 
The fox waited a few more seconds to see if Leonard would check out the freezer’s contents, but 
he realized that the wolf did not seem interested in checking out the freezer. Lars said, “Alright. I 
guess you’re okay with eating nuggets again for tonight?” The wolf did not object to the fox’s 
suggestion, but since Leonard did not reply with a solid affirmative, Lars waited a few moments 
just to see if the wolf was going to say something. After a moment of silence, the fox opened the 
freezer to retrieve the frozen bag of chicken nuggets, “Alright. We’re eating chicken nuggets for 


dinner tonight. I’m going to do up the entirety of the bag for us. I’m sure that we will be able to 


finish them all. We’re hungry enough, I bet.” Lars sat the bag on the counter and started the 
process of preparing the food. 

Checking his surroundings to make sure that he was not being followed, Jothie waited for 
a moment before entering the room which he stayed in the previous night at Furryton Academy. 
In terms of building conditions, the student dorm rooms were quite nice compared to the rest of 
the school. Even though the dorm rooms were not fancy hotel rooms, they at least looked clean 
enough and had working lights along with functional plumbing. Closing the door behind him, the 
fox turned on the lights in his room, and at that point, he was able to see just how much blood he 
got on his clothes. However, a great deal of the blood was beginning to dry up, and it left a quite 
noticeable stain on both the fox’s fur coat as well as his clothing. Jothie was not too fond of 
staying in bloodied clothes, so he decided that he would change into another set of clothes which 
he brought. Sitting next to an empty drawer was the fox’s suitcase, but before he went to go and 
open it, he went over to the bathroom in his dorm to wash off as much of the blood as possible. 

After turning on the bathroom lights and setting his bloodied Bowie knife on the sink’s 
counter, Jothie turned on the water and first put his hands in the water to get them wet enough to 
try and get some of the blood to loosen up from his fur. Eyeing a bar of soap on the counter, the 
fox grabbed the bar and began to scrub his arms. Scrubbing his furry arms for a good minute 
proved to be effective enough at detaching the blood from his fur, and he could see a great deal 
of the blood on his arms were now draining into the sink. Over the next few minutes, Jothie 
continued to scrub his fur while looking in the mirror to ensure that he was not missing any 
bloodied fur on his arms or face. With the sink’s water now turning relatively clear due to the 


blood being washed away, the fox felt as if he had probably cleaned a decent chunk of his fur 


from blood. However, Jothie still wore bloodied clothes, and he would have to take off his 
clothes to see if there were any other blood stains on his fur which he did not know about. 
Jothie’s blue shirt came off first when he pulled it over his head and tossed the dirty shirt 
into the empty bathtub. The fox did not really know where else he would drop his dirty clothes, 
but he was not too concerned with just dropping them in the bathtub for the time being. After all, 
he was planning on cleaning up the mess after dealing with his targets, so he would have more 
time to deliberate and dispose of everything he needed to. With his shirt no longer on his body, 
the fox undid the simple black web belt holding his pants up and removed the holstered Glock 
from the belt. The khaki-colored holster only had a few drops of blood on it, and Jothie was 
satisfied with the holster enough to not clean it before reusing it. Since the fox did intend on 
using the holster with his change of clothes, he sat it on the floor to his immediate left. Before 
Jothie was able to remove his pants, he would have to remove his bloodied boots first. His boots, 
which were a pair of khaki Response Gear combat boots he stole from a human a couple years 
prior, took a decent amount of blood from the fox’s earlier deeds, but since the tops of the boots 
were not too bloodied, Jothie did not really plan on cleaning them before using them again. 
Untying the boots, the fox removed them from his socked feet, and he sat the boots right 
next to the holstered Glock sitting on the floor to his left. With his boots no longer on his feet, 
the fox dropped his charcoal-colored cargo pants, and he tossed them in the bathtub along with 
the shirt which already occupied the tub. Now that he was only clothed with a pair of black 
underwear and white socks, the fox looked in the mirror and checked to see if there was any 
blood on him. Grabbing his tail, Jothie examined it for blood as well, but he was surprised to see 
that his tail did not appear to have any blood on it at all. Wringing out his damp hands, Jothie 


turned the sink off and stepped back into the main room of his dorm. Jothie grabbed the suitcase 


that was sitting next to the empty drawer, and when he sat it on the ground and opened it, the fox 
could already see that his change of clothes was at the very top of the stuff he had packed. Jothie 
retrieved his change of clothes, and ironically enough, they were combat garments. 

Stepping back by only about a foot, the fox held out a pair of black UF PRO Striker XT 
Combat Pants and stepped into them. Pulling the pants up to his waist, the fox threaded his tail 
through the tailhole on the back of the pants, and he reached into his suitcase to grab a black 5.11 
Tactical TDU belt to keep his pants up. Threading the belt through the loops on the combat 
pants, Jothie was not entirely ready to buckle his belt quite yet: He reached into his suitcase 
again and pulled out a navy blue Crye Precision G3 Combat Shirt. Donning the combat shirt, 
Jothie tucked the shirt into his pants before finally buttoning his pants and pulling the zipper on 
his pants up. Even though the fox had his belt threaded through the loops of his pants, he still did 
not buckle it quite yet. The shirt Jothie was wearing had a quarter-length zipper on it which 
allowed him to adjust the collar of his shirt to an extent. Jothie pulled the zipper upwards until it 
met with the area where the lightweight t-shirt material of the shirt’s torso met with the heavier 
ripstop fabric which made up the shirt’s collar and arms. 

Now that he was wearing his combat attire, Jothie returned to the bathroom to retrieve his 
combat boots and holstered Glock. The fox stepped into his Response Gear boots and laced them 
up once they were snugly on his feet. Taking the khaki Safariland 6005 drop leg holster, Jothie 
removed the Glock from the polymer holster and sat it on the ground while putting the holster on 
his belt. Though the fox planned to wear a battle belt as well, he would have to attach his holster 
to his web belt; it was a drop leg holster, and it would not be able to directly attach to the 
MOLLE loops of the battle belt. Unbuckling the upper belt attachment point from the rest of the 


holster, Jothie unthreaded the belt from the loops of his pants to where he would be able to 


thread his belt through the holster’s support strap. With the holster’s support strap now on the 
belt, Jothie threaded his belt through the remaining belt loops and buckled the belt after ensuring 
it was tight enough. Taking the Safariland holster from the ground, Jothie subsequently buckled 
the holster to the top section that was attached to his belt, and he worked on fastening the side 
straps of the holster around his right thigh. 

With the holster now firmly strapped to his right thigh, Jothie picked up the Glock 17 
from off the floor, slid it in the holster, and flipped the latch up to prevent the handgun from 
unintentionally falling out of the holster, though the handgun was quite snugly held within the 
holster. Jothie went back into the suitcase to grab his next item: The fox removed a black Crye 
Precision AVS Low Profile Belt and simply pulled it in front of the belt he was already wearing. 
Once Jothie had the belt around his waist, he buckled it and gave it a tug to make sure that it was 
not too loose. The AVS belt already had some equipment attached to it: He had a black Blue 
Force Gear dump pouch attached at the rear of the belt, and he had two ITW FastMag pistol 
pouches on the left of the belt as well as two ITW FastMag rifle pouches on the right of his belt. 
These pouches were already filled with magazines, so the fox did not have to load anything into 
the pouches he had. 

Returning to the suitcase again, Jothie picked up the most heavy item he had: The fox 
hoisted up a black Mayflower Research Assault Plate Carrier and dropped the vest over his 
shoulders. The vest was quite heavy due to the fact that the fox carried full-sized NIJ Level IV 
plates in both the front and back plate bags, and he also carried two smaller Level IV plates 
within the side cumberbund of the plate carrier. All in all, the fox had four Level IV plates which 
he lugged around in the vest, and he also carried three rifle magazines on the front of the vest as 


well as a single STANAG magazine attached to the cumberbund on his immediate left. On his 


plate carrier, the fox preferred to use HSGI Taco magazine pouches, so he had four of them on 
his vest to carry his magazines. Furthermore, the fox also carried a black Crye Precision Zip-On 
Panel 2.0 on the rear of the plate carrier. Though the Zip-On Panel was primarily designed for 
vests which had zippers on the back, the panel was still able to attach to Jothie’s plate carrier 
since it had snap fasteners which could attach to the MOLLE webbing on the fox’s vest. The 
back panel had equipment loaded in it, and though Jothie was not expecting to have to use the 
equipment he carried in the back panel, he kept it anyways; he preferred to travel with his 
equipment already set up and ready to go. 

Lifting up the front MOLLE flap, Jothie sat the Velcro flaps of the cumberbund over the 
central plate bag, and he dropped the MOLLE flap to secure the cumberbund. Though the Velcro 
was strong enough to keep the cumberbund in place, the MOLLE flap served as an extra layer of 
security for the cumberbund, and it also provided a way for Jothie to carry equipment on his vest. 
The fox felt rather encumbered by the equipment he was wearing, and he knew that he was not 
even done kitting up yet: Jothie reached into the suitcase to remove a black Ops-Core FAST XP 
helmet fitted with a set of black L3Harris ENVG-Bs attached to the front NVG bracket of the 
FAST helmet with a Wilcox mount. With the lights in Furryton Academy mostly inoperable, 
Jothie was feeling quite excited to be able to use his night vision goggles. Putting the helmet on 
his head, the fox adjusted the chinstrap and dial retention system to properly fit his head with the 
night vision goggles attached, and when he was satisfied with how his helmet was sitting on his 
head, he gave the helmet a nice tug to test the fit. In terms of ballistic protection, the helmet was 
not nearly as strong as the armor plates in his plate carrier, but it would still stop rounds fired 


from handguns and some rifle rounds under certain conditions. Nevertheless, the fox was 


satisfied enough with the protection the helmet offered, even though he primarily used it to 
mount his night vision goggles. 

Seeing that the helmet’s fit checked out, Jothie looked at his suitcase to look at the 
remaining items: Jothie had already put on a great deal of the items he brought with him in the 
suitcase, but he still saw a black pair of Outdoor Research Firemark gloves lying in the suitcase. 
The fox picked up the gloves and quickly pulled them over his hands. The suitcase was now 
empty, but Jothie did not have his primary weapon quite yet. After closing the empty suitcase 
and moving it out of the way to give him more room, Jothie returned to the empty drawer, and 
after scooting it forwards a little bit, the fox was able to retrieve a padded rifle bag from behind 
the drawer. Like the suitcase, the rifle bag was heavy, but it was not quite as heavy as all of the 
gear which the fox was currently wearing. Laying the rifle bag on the floor, Jothie unzipped the 
bag and pulled out a very unique weapon. The weapon was composed of two firearms in a single 
weapon: The bottom firearm fired 5.56x45mm rounds fed through STANAG magazines. The 
barrel’s length was 11.5 inches, even disregarding the fact that the weapon was capable of 
automatic fire, the length alone combined with the fact that it had a buttstock would be enough to 
justify the weapon’s classification as a Title II weapon. 

The weapon had a Picatinny handguard affixed to it, but the barrel itself appeared quite 
longer than 11.5 inches given the fact that a length suppressor was attached to the barrel. The 
suppressor itself was already a Title II weapon, but the fox did not have a tax stamp for either the 
suppressor or the machine gun he possessed. Then again, Jothie was not the true owner of either 
the suppressor or the short-barreled rifle itself. Pulling on the suppressor to make sure it was 
properly attached to the weapon’s barrel, Jothie examined the rest of his unusual weapon: The 


left side of the rifle featured two charging handles as well as the standard bolt catch button that 


one would see on an AR-15 or AR-18 derivative. The weapon’s trigger guard deviated from the 
standard ArmaLite design, however. It had two buttons on it: One button had ‘HE’ inscribed on 
it while the other had ‘KE’ on it. The fire control group also featured the standard safe, semi, and 
automatic fire modes, but it also featured a burst mode which one could select. The weapon’s 
lower half was shaped much like an AR derivative, but looking further back, the upper half of 
the weapon had its own barrel and charging handle. The weapon’s upper half also had its own 
magazine as well, and this magazine carried ten 20x40mm grenade rounds. The weapon’s overall 
layout appeared quite similar to the Heckler & Koch XM29 OICW prototype from the late 20th 
century, but the weapon Jothie had looked considerably less bulky and modernized, especially 
given the fact that the weapon lacked the bulky scope which the OICW included. Instead, the 
weapon only had an Elcan SpecterDR sight mounted on the receiver’s top Picatinny rail. 

Jothie ejected the STANAG magazine from the lower receiver to check that the magazine 
was full, and when he inserted the magazine back into the weapon, he looked at the inscription 
on the weapon’s lower receiver which read OMEGA FOUNDATION XMP-1. After reading the 
weapon’s manufacturer and model number, the fox looked at the right side of the weapon and 
partially pulled the charging handle back to watch the bolt move far enough for him to see that a 
round was indeed already chambered in the weapon. Letting go of the charging handle, Jothie 
checked the rear magazine of the XMP-1 by ejecting the magazine and verifying that the 
20x40mm grenades were loaded in the magazine. After he inserted the second magazine back in 
the weapon, he pulled the top charging handle to check that an HE round was already loaded in 
the HE chamber. Jothie did not have any spare magazines for the HE setting, so he would have to 
use the ten rounds in the magazine very sparingly. Given the fact that the XMP-1’s KE 


compartment used standard 5.56x45mm STANAG magazines, the fox was not too weary with 


using up his six spare magazines. After all, he would likely be able to find some extra munitions 
around the campus, especially since he saw Lars using an AR-15 earlier in the day. The XMP-1 
was a quite bulky weapon compared to the standard AR-15 or AR-18 derivative, but it was still 
smaller than the original OICW prototype which partially inspired the creation of the XMP-1. 
While the XMP-1 was inspired by the XM29 OICW,, its actual production was inspired by the 
Norinco QTS-11, a weapon also based on the OICW prototype but made for the Chinese 
military. The XMP-1’s manufacturer originally smuggled a QTS-11 out of Asia back in 2027. 

Jothie attached a black single point sling to a Magpul QD Sling Swivel attached to the 
XMP-1, and he let the sling hold the weapon for a moment to make sure that it was not going to 
fall to the floor. The weight of the fox’s equipment was definitely a bit of a burden, but Jothie 
decided that he would either have to put up with carrying all of the gear or abandoning it, and 
Jothie was not looking to perform with less equipment than he was able to carry. Jothie felt his 
gear, and he was feeling quite confident that he had everything he needed at the moment. It had 
been a good while since he was last wearing his full loadout, but now that he was armored up 
again, he felt very ready to take on Lars and Leonard. Making sure that the XMP-1 was set to 
safe, the fox turned around to face the room's door. The fox disregarded moving the gun bag for 
the time being; he figured that he would be back within a few hours to arrange anything he 
needed. Right now, it was time for Jothie to go and deal with his targets. Exiting the dorm room 
after turning off the lights, the fox pulled down his night vision goggles, made sure the wire was 
inserted into the battery pack attached to the back of his FAST helmet, and he turned on the night 
vision goggles. The lack of light would greatly benefit his situation. 

Taking a couple steps out of the room, the fox paused, and he realized that there was one 


more item he wanted to take with him. Jothie turned back around and entered his dorm room 


again before immediately heading to the bathroom. Once in the bathroom again, the fox looked 
at the Bowie knife lying on the sink counter, still with some blood on it visible even by looking 
through the night vision goggles. Jothie turned on the faucet again, and he ran the knife through 
the running water to wash off as much of the blood as he could. Luckily, washing blood off the 
stainless steel blade was not too challenging, and the knife was cleaned up within a few short 
moments. Jothie turned off the faucet once the knife was clean, and he shook it a few times to 
fling the excess water off of it. With the knife relatively dry, the fox looked for a place to keep 
the knife on his kit, but he did not have any dedicated knife sheaths on his vest or his belt. While 
Jothie considered leaving the knife, he really wanted to bring it, so he decided that he would 
have to figure out some sort of way to carry the knife with him without it being able to hurt him 
or his equipment. 

Jothie felt the back panel that was attached to his plate carrier, and he remembered that 
the Crye Zip-On Panel had two additional STANAG pouches which were not currently in use. 
The fox inserted the knife into the pouch, and the length of the knife was just enough for the 
retention strap to hold the knife in place. The fox shook his torso a bit to try and dislodge the 
knife from its makeshift sheath, but once he was confident that the knife was held securely 
enough, Jothie turned to exit the dorm room for good this time. The fox stepped out of the room 
and closed the door behind him very slowly; he just wanted to make sure that his two targets 
were not nearby. If they were, he wanted to have the advantage and shoot them while they were 
unaware of his presence. The main issue for Jothie would be shooting the XMP-1 accurately 
while wearing NVGs. Though the SpecterDR was compatible with night vision devices, Jothie’s 
main issue was trying to get a good sight picture in a short amount of time while fully kitted out 


in his battle rattle. After all, he would be looking through two optical devices, and given the bulk 


of the gear he was wearing, he knew it would be a bit tough for him to shoulder the bulky 
weapon, get into a good shooting position, and look through both sights in a short period of time. 
While an infrared laser would have been a great help to Jothie’s night operations, he simply did 
not have such a device installed on his weapon. The XMP-1 definitely had room to accommodate 
an IR laser, but Jothie’s employers never provided him with the laser. 

As Jothie moved away from the student dorms, he looked at the main campus which was 
a fair bit away in the distance. The fox was rather glad that the student dorms were not 
immediately located on the campus of Furryton Academy; he could mess up the campus all he 
wanted with the Zoff while not having to worry about damaging his personal room. Besides, it 
seemed as if anything was maintained, it would be the dorm rooms. Jothie was not sure if 
Furryton Academy had a third party maintain the dorm rooms, but he was not really too 
concerned with the thought; After all, he was still primarily concerned with killing Lars and 
Leonard. He would have time to relax after he was done. The red fox knew that when he last 
spoke to Lars, the cross fox told him that he would be going to the school’s cafeteria with 
Leonard. Jothie did not have a firm idea of where the cafeteria was located; it was an area which 
Jothie had visited once, and it was also an area which he did not bother to find again since his 
targets were on a completely different part of the school during the entire day. 

As Jothie continued his approach to the school, he was beginning to feel how heavy all of 
his equipment was starting to get. Though the fox was still able to handle the weight that he was 
bearing, it did slightly distract him a bit. Jothie shook his head to refocus his mind, and he raised 
his XMP-1 to get himself into more of a rifleman mentality. The fox did check his XMP-1 to 
ensure that his fire selector was set to use KE rounds instead of HE rounds. Jothie did not really 


want to use up one of his ten grenades when all he really needed was to simply shoot one 5.56 


round at Lars and another round at Leonard. In a way, Jothie was beginning to wonder whether 
his equipment would be excessive in taking down just two unarmored anthros, but the fox did 
remember witnessing how Lars performed earlier in the day. Jothie wanted every advantage he 
could have, and he was not really concerned with having a fair fight with his targets. Jothie’s 
main issue at this point was just finding the two anthros. Part of him was even entertaining the 
possibility that they might not even be at the cafeteria by the time he finally located the room. 
Even still, Jothie was not planning to go back to the armory before looking for the cafeteria. If he 
was going to ambush Lars and Leonard, he would want to do it in a place where they would be at 
ease, and a cafeteria would be almost the ideal setting for such an ambush. Picking up the pace, 
the fox rushed towards the school, prepared for a battle he hoped he would have an easy victory 


in. 


Chapter 13 


Dinner Conversation 


Leonard lifted his head from his arms as he watched Lars place a bow! full of chicken 
nuggets in front of him along with two bottles of water that had been dethawing from being 
taken out of the freezer. The fox spoke with a rather upbeat tone, “Dinner is served.” The wolf 
sat up and looked at the bowl of chicken nuggets: Despite the fact that the nuggets were cooked 
before they were even packaged, Lars at least heated them up correctly; they appeared to be 
completely fine. Leonard remembered the nuggets which he ate just the previous day. The 
nuggets themselves were nothing to write home about, but they did not taste bad or anything. 
Sure, there were healthier options that were in the freezer as well, but Lars did communicate the 
point that he just wanted to stick with what he knew worked. For this scenario, the fox prepared 
the nuggets in Chef Mike Rowave’s microwave. Within a few seconds, the wolf could begin to 
smell the nuggets, and he immediately remembered just how hungry he was; After all, Leonard 
had not had any food since he ate the same chicken nuggets the previous day. 

Lars noticed that the wolf was not eating his food, “What’s the matter, Leonard?” The 
fox waited a couple seconds, but then something popped in his mind, “Oh, that’s right. I haven’t 


1»? 


said grace yet. Silly me!” The wolf was immediately confused; a prayer was the furthest thing on 


his mind. Placing his hands together, the fox looked downwards and closed his eyes before 


beginning his prayer, “Dear Heavenly Father, we want to thank You for the day that You’ve 
given us. Though it has been a very difficult and stressful day here for our first day of university, 
I want to thank You for allowing us to get as far as we’ve come today. Lord, I want to pray for 
our classmates which have made it this far, and I also want to pray that those who are no longer 
with us had a chance to be redeemed through Your sacrifice on the Cross for our sins. Lord, I 
want to pray that You will help us through our future endeavors, and I pray that You will watch 
over us and bless us with Your perfect wisdom and guidance. Lord, please bless this meal that 
You have graciously provided for us to eat, and we pray that You will see us through the night 
and continue to bless us with Your infinite grace. In Jesus’ name. Amen.” 

Opening his eyes and returning his hands to the table, Lars looked at Leonard to find that 
the wolf just seemed to be awkwardly staring at him during the prayer. The fox looked at the 
wolf and waited a few seconds, seeing if Leonard was going to grab one of the chicken nuggets 
from the bowl. When the wolf still remained motionless, the fox gestured towards the bowl and 
spoke, “The Lord has blessed our meal. You can eat it now.” Leonard’s eyes slowly moved from 
the fox to the bowl of chicken nuggets, but the wolf’s face still greatly resembled a face of shell 
shock. Lars reached into the bowl and removed one chicken nugget. Before the fox ate the 
nugget he said, “Surely, you must be hungry, right? Like, I haven’t had anything to eat since 
yesterday. Hey, also, if this isn’t enough, there’s plenty of other stuff in the freezer I can heat up. 
Yeah, I know they’re all microwaved meals and all, but we should be grateful. At least we have 
something to eat for tonight. It’s better than going hungry. We’ve already missed breakfast and 
lunch.” The fox opened his mouth and inserted the chicken nugget before chewing. Since Lars 
was not going to talk with his mouth full, he chewed the food while still looking at Leonard. The 


wolf only stared at the table. 


When Lars swallowed the first chicken nugget, he went to reach for another nugget, and 
while he did so, he spoke to the wolf again, “I heated up the whole bag for us. I’m pretty sure 
this is more than what we had yesterday, actually. I’m going to definitely need your help if I’m 
going to eat all of these nuggets. Also, if you hold your water bottle, you can make it thaw 
quicker. I dunno why there’s no fridge here. There’s just a freezer.” The fox inserted the second 
chicken nugget in his mouth and started to chew it. Leonard looked up from the table, but he still 
kept his head pointed downwards. When Lars swallowed the second chicken nugget, he spoke 
once more while reaching for a third nugget, “Hey, if you’re thinking about what happened 
earlier today: Yeah, I know it’s a very tough situation, but we still need to eat. If you don’t eat, 
you’re definitely not going to be feeling any better. Are you too shaken up to eat right now or 
something?” Leonard’s eyes went back down to the bowl of chicken nuggets as he watched Lars’ 
thin, furry hand reach in and grab another nugget. The wolf finally broke his silence and spoke 
his first word in hours, “How?” Lars’ ears immediately perked up as he heard the wolf speak. 
Not knowing what Leonard was asking, the fox immediately responded to the wolf’s question, 
“How what?” Leonard went silent again, but he spoke after Lars ate about five more chicken 
nuggets, “How do you do it?” The fox did not really understand the question, “How do I do 
what?” The wolf’s eyes moved upwards to view the fox, and Leonard watched Lars consume 
about four more chicken nuggets before speaking again, “Is none of this a problem for you?” 

Lars still was not sure what Leonard was referring to, “None of what?” The wolf was 
becoming more prompt in engaging with the fox, “This... You’re in this fucking school, and you 
don’t act like anything’s wrong with it. Is this school not a problem for you?” Lars replied after 
he finished the chicken nugget he was eating, “I object to almost everything that’s been going on 


here.” The fox’s words did not make sense to the wolf, “How?! The entire day, you’ve been 


acting like this is just business as usual.” The fox paused for a few seconds before replying, but 
he remained in eye contact with the wolf, “None of this is business as usual.” The wolf tried 
speaking again, but he began to choke up on his words, “Wh-what? How? You’ve just been —” 
Leonard stopped speaking when he found himself unable to say anything else. Seeing the wolf in 
distress, Lars pushed the bowl of chicken nuggets closer to the wolf and tried to get his mind off 
of the day, “Here. Eat these. You’ll feel better.” 

As Lars drank from his water bottle, Leonard looked at the bowl which slid only a couple 
inches closer to him, and he looked at the hot chicken nuggets which still greatly populated the 
bowl. The wolf slowly began to reach into the bow] with his right hand to remove one of the 
nuggets, but he only held the nugget for a few seconds before he felt his eyes tearing up. Leonard 
held the nugget in his hand, but his hand started to shake a bit as he found his throat closing in 
and his face becoming congested. The wolf tried to speak, but he could only weep, “Why... 
Why?! W-Why did she send me here?!” Upon seeing the wolf break down, Lars immediately got 
up from his seat and moved to the other side of the table to where Leonard was sitting, and the 
fox sat right next to the wolf before embracing him. Lars held onto the wolf who dropped the 
nugget back in the bowl and rubbed his back while trying to calm him down, “You’re going to 
be alright, Leonard. Take it easy, now.” When the fox had embraced the wolf, it only made 
Leonard sob more, but instead of trying to push away from the fox, Leonard dug his face into the 
fox’s chest as he grabbed onto Lars’ shoulders, holding him tighter than the fox was holding him. 

Lars continued to try and speak soft words to Leonard as the wolf continued to cry into 
his chest, “It’s alright, Leonard. You’re going to be alright.” As the fox held onto the wolf, he 
removed his right hand from the wolf’s back to give him a light pat on the back of the head. 


After a few more light pats to the head, the fox placed his hand on the wolf’s head and kept it 


there while Leonard tried to dig his face further into Lars’ chest. The fox did not stop the wolf 
from letting his emotions out; he understood that Leonard was not really prepared for the 
situation he had to deal with during the day, and while Lars was not really expecting the day to 
go the way it did, he was at least prepared to handle it to a degree. While still letting the wolf cry 
into his chest, Lars removed his right hand from the wolf’s head and reached over to grab a 
chicken nugget from the bowl which was still on the table. The fox inserted the chicken nugget 
into his mouth and began chewing before placing his hand on the wolf’s back and moving it 
around to comfort him. When the fox finished chewing the chicken nugget, he said, “You know 
Leonard. You really should probably eat your food. You must be starving.” 

Jothie looked around at the walls with his night vision goggles. He was not entirely sure 
where he was in the school. To him, the school looked completely different at night compared to 
how it looked during the day. Jothie had passed a few destroyed Zoff units, so he at least knew 
he was likely on the right track; However, the fox had not seen the school’s cafeteria when 
controlling the Zoff units, so he was not entirely sure where the cafeteria was relative to the other 
locations in the school. Even finding his way around the school was a bit difficult at times: Each 
room looked just about the same, and the overall layout of the school looked so unimpressive 
and bland. There was nothing really to note in the way of landmarks to obtain a relative sense of 
location. For the most part, Jothie was going off of the destroyed Zoff units on the floor to find 
his way around the school, but even that was not going to get him too far. After all, following the 
destroyed machines only led him back to the school’s armory. 

Seeing that he arrived at the armory instead of his intended destination, Jothie began to 
grumble to himself, but he then remembered that there was still a chance that Lars and Leonard 


would be inside the armory. After all, Jothie was not sure how long he spent getting changed and 


getting geared up to take on the two anthros, so he decided that he might as well check inside of 
the armory and at least rule it out as the location of his targets. Moving in front of the armory’s 
door, the fox adjusted the way he was holding his rifle, and he was trying to get into a balanced 
position to properly kick down the door. After all, the fox knew that if he did not kick the door 
down correctly, he would only fall backwards, land on his back, and feel like a pitiful fool. Jothie 
also did not want to simply open the door regularly; he felt that if his targets really were in the 
armory, they would be immediately suspicious of the mutilated bodies, so they would likely open 
fire on anybody attempting to enter the armory. 

Deciding to just get his entrance done and over with, Jothie took a deep breath before 
delivering a firm kick to the door, and his kick was so successful at opening the door that the 
force was enough to break the door’s hinges off of the wall and send the entire door into the 
armory, partially landing on the desecrated body of Lewis. The fox rushed in the room with his 
XMP-1 at the ready and set to the semi-automatic setting, but after turning around a few times 
with his rifle in his hands, Jothie came to the realization that nobody alive was in the armory 
with him. The fox cursed under his breath, feeling disappointed that he did not get a chance to 
deal with his targets, ‘Fuckin’ hell.” After letting it sink in that there were no targets to attack in 
his immediate vicinity, Jothie relaxed his stance and engaged the safety on his rifle. Though he 
was preparing to leave the armory to go look for his targets elsewhere, the fox remembered that 
he was in an armory, after all. Given that did not take a good look around the armory earlier, 
Jothie decided that he might as well see if there was anything he wanted to take with him. He 
still had room in his pockets for extra magazines, and he wondered if he would find a proper 


knife sheath instead of having to use an empty magazine pouch to store his Bowie knife. 


Leonard took two chicken nuggets from the bowl and inserted them into his mouth. Lars 
was still sitting to the wolf’s right, and he was eating the chicken nuggets as well. The wolf let 
out a little sniffle as he chewed the nuggets, but he was calm enough to eat. Lars spoke to the 
wolf once he finished swallowing the chicken nugget in his mouth, “If you’re wondering why 
this doesn’t seem to be too much of an issue for me, my dad taught me a fair bit about 
gunfights.” Leonard did not bother to finish eating the nuggets in his mouth before speaking, 
“Was your dad in the Army?” Lars shook his head and ignored the wolf’s table manners, “No. 
He was never in the military. However, he was quite familiar with the gear and stuff. He was a 
private military contractor. A ‘security guard’ if you will. He had his own company and 
everything, and one of his former employees lives in the same house that my dad and mom live 
in now.” Leonard asked a question, ““Who’s that?” Lars answered the question, “He’s a wolf. He 
looks a lot like you. He has the same Australian accent you have, and his last name is also Barter. 
Maybe you guys are related to one another?” The wolf inserted another chicken nugget into his 
mouth and spoke while he chewed it, “I don’t know. I don’t know much about my family.” Lars 
chewed on a couple more nuggets before replying, “Yeah?” Leonard nodded his head, but this 
time he waited until his mouth was empty before speaking, “My dad. He — He wasn’t really 
around much. Well... I don’t really remember him at all. I only really had my mum and that was 
it. And then she sends me to this fucked school.” 

Lars waited for Leonard to stuff his face with more chicken nuggets before he spoke, “As 
someone who’s grown up with both a mom and a dad, I can’t really relate. However, I will say 
this: Your mom sent you to this school because she wanted to see you get an education. Look, 
me going to this school was something I talked over with my dad very carefully. I had no idea it 


would be exactly like this, but I guess the training kinda paid off. What I’m saying is that people 


don’t really know what this place is about until they get here. Heck, I didn’t even know too much 
about this place for myself until I showed up. There wasn’t too much information about it 
online.” Leonard had a question to ask the fox, “How did you get here?” Lars replied, “I drove 
here myself. My dad gave me the vehicle he used to drive when he was younger. It’s a 2020 Ford 
Mustang 5.0 GT in gray. It’s a pretty cool car, though my dad told me he had to get it fixed up 
after a little incident which took place just a couple years before I was born.” Leonard was 
becoming curious regarding the situation the fox was describing, “Little incident? What 
happened?” The fox explained, “It had something to do with my dad’s old family business. He 
had a bunch of angry guys coming after him, and they kinda messed up his car.” 

Leonard only became more curious, “Angry guys? What did your dad do?” Lars smiled; 
he was not sure how he could describe his father’s affairs in a way which the wolf would find 
believable, “Let’s just say my dad uncovered some secrets. The people who didn’t like him 
weren’t too happy about that.” The wolf still found himself lacking context, “Secrets?” Lars took 
a couple chicken nuggets from the bowl and consumed them before speaking again, “How about 
this: Have you ever heard of the company Castle Defense Industries?” The wolf was not too 
familiar with the company which the fox spoke of, but he believed that he had heard the name 
mentioned somewhere in the past, “Uhh... I’m not too sure.” The fox provided some context, 
“Castle Defense Industries was the largest private military company in the world. They had 
many resources, weapons, mercenaries, vehicles, and basically, they were becoming quite big. 
My dad uncovered some secrets back in ‘28 which kinda exposed another group which was 
building themselves up and trying to become bigger than CDI.” The wolf wanted to know more, 
“What was this group called?” Lars smiled and said, “You’ve never heard of them before. They 


were called the Omega Foundation.” 


Lars was correct that Leonard had never heard of the Omega Foundation before, “What 
did this group do?” The fox answered the wolf’s question, “The Omega Foundation was the 
research and development division of the Illuminati.” Leonard was confused again, “Illumi-what 
now?” The fox chuckled before replying, “Hah-heh. The Iluminati is a secret society. Their goal 
is to create the One World Government that’s prophesied about in the Book of Revelation. It’s 
going to happen eventually, regardless of what anybody does to try and stop it. You can’t stop 
it.” The wolf was lacking some crucial contextual information, “What? What is the Book of 
Revelation?” Lars knew that there was no way he would be able to provide the wolf with all of 
the context he desired, but the fox still tried his best, ‘““The Book of Revelation is the final book 
of the Bible. It covers what the world is going to be like before Jesus comes back, the Final 
Judgment for humanity, and the conclusion is that the saved people are going to live with God 
for eternity when He creates a new perfect universe for His people to live in.” 

Leonard was skeptical of what the fox was saying, and he sighed while reaching for 
another chicken nugget. The wolf was more interested to hear about what the Omega Foundation 
actually did, “So what did this Foundation do? What did they develop?” Lars answered the 
question, “They were working on making an army for themselves, but they never got to actually 
use it. My dad was there to actually see some of the army they were making, and he told me that 
they were trying to engineer an army that lacked free will. Sorta like machines, you know? 
Machines don’t have the choice to obey or disobey: They will obey any instruction they are 
given. Anthros and humans, on the other hand, naturally have the ability to choose. Even in 
military settings where insubordination is not tolerated whatsoever, people still have a choice to 
disobey their orders. The Omega Foundation was trying to create an army which would not be 


able to disobey. A perfectly obedient army that would do exactly what they were told to do when 


they received their orders. Castle Defense Industries saw this as a threat to their business. They 
were the largest private military in the world, and if the Omega Foundation successfully created 
their army, their business wouldn’t exist anymore. My dad helped shut that down just in time. He 
told me they had this vehicular superweapon they were making as well. He showed me this 
vehicle that CDI started producing in mass during the 2030s, and he told me that it looked 
strikingly similar to the Foundation’s superweapon, however, the CDI vehicle is quite smaller. I 
don’t know if you’ve heard of it or not. CDI calls it the MAV-29 Arvak. It’s a very strange 
vehicle, but I hear it’s quite expensive. It makes sense, though. The thing’s even got a big laser 
turret on it.” 

Leonard had an objection, but it was not something regarding CDI or the Omega 
Foundation, “And you think you have a choice?” Lars was confused as to what the wolf was 
mentioning, “What’s that?” The wolf spoke, “The army the Foundation was making was not 
supposed to be able to make choices, but you think you make choices?” Lars nodded, “Yeah, I 
do.” The wolf began to argue with the fox, “And the God you worship threatens to send you to 
hell for eternity if you don’t obey Him? That doesn’t sound like a choice to me.” The fox shook 
his head, “You’re not seeing the big picture here. We’ve all committed sin in our lives. God is 
perfectly just: He must punish all sin. If He didn’t punish sin, then He wouldn’t be perfectly just. 
Everybody deserves to go to hell and receive eternal punishment for the deeds we have done. 
After all, the wages of sin is death. However, while God is perfectly just, He is perfectly 
merciful: He provided a way for guilty sinners to have eternal life rather than eternal punishment. 
Of course, I’m talking about Jesus Christ here.” Leonard was not satisfied with the fox’s answer, 
“Still, that doesn’t answer my question. How is that a choice? We either obey God and do 


everything He says, or we don’t obey Him and get sent to hell. We don’t have a choice.” Lars 


replied, “We do have a choice, though. God is not going to forgive you if you don’t accept His 
forgiveness. It’s up to you where you want to spend eternity. After all, we all have sinned and 
fallen short of the Glory of God. If we don’t repent of our sin and trust in Jesus for eternal 
salvation and forgiveness, God has no choice but to send us to hell. There will have to be perfect 
justice; God is a perfect judge.” 

The wolf did not like the fox’s answer, but he found himself too hungry to continue 
arguing; Leonard reached into the bow] and took a handful of chicken nuggets. The wolf stuffed 
all of the nuggets in his mouth and began to chew. Lars began to speak again, “If you’re 
wondering as to why Jesus is the only way for us to be saved, then let me say it like this: Sin can 
only be forgiven through the blood of the innocent. During the Old Covenant, the Children of 
Israel had to sacrifice animals to forgive sin. These animals were accepted for this atonement 
because they had no sin of their own to pay for. If you are blameless, only then you can pay for 
the sins of someone who is to blame. After all, Jesus said that you must take the plank out of 
your own eye if you are to tell someone else to take the speck out of his eye. Sure, this phrase 
may have a different application, but the overall message is the same: You have to be blameless 
yourself to deal with someone else’s sins, and this applies to forgiveness as well. Jesus said that 
there’s none good but God, and Jesus came back to life after being sent to death on the Cross. 
Jesus came back to life because He had no sin of His own to pay for; He was good, and since he 
lived a completely perfect life and told no lies to anybody, He proved that He was God in the 
flesh by his perfect life. There is none good but God, and Jesus is good. Therefore, He is God. 
Jesus had no sin of His own to pay for, so that means He is able to cover the sins of us guilty 
sinners. Animals couldn’t forgive all sins, but Jesus can. That just goes to show how powerful 


the Blood of Christ is: He covers ail sin that we commit. If we trust in Jesus for salvation, God 


will give us a new heart with new desires that desires what’s righteous in the eyes of the Lord 
rather than what we believe is righteous in our own hearts. Jesus did say that unless you are born 
again with this new heart, you will not see the Kingdom of Heaven. The hearts of men are 
deceitful and desperately wicked. We love our sin when we’re not born again in the Holy Spirit. 
God can give us that new heart with new desires. We just need to trust in Him. ” 

Leonard was growing tired of the fox’s preaching, “Look, cunt. Can you shut the fuck 
up?” Lars knew that he was not getting anywhere with the wolf at the moment, but he did have to 
say one more thing, “It is still your choice after all. I’m just letting you know that the choice is 
there. If you don’t believe me, that’s fine. You shouldn’t trust what a man says. Go check out 
Scripture for yourself if you want these answers.” The wolf was prepared to tell off the fox 
again, but he noticed something else which Lars said that caught his attention, “Man? You’re an 
anthro, not a human.” Lars said, “Are anthros not people? We’re made in the Image of God just 
like humans are. That’s not a physical likeness, either. If you’re made in the Image of God, you 
have sapience, and the ability to make decisions based on wisdom. In the Body of Christ, there is 
neither Jew nor Greek, there is neither bond nor free, and there is neither male nor female. We 
are all one if we have Christ, and there’s no other way to have eternal life outside of trusting in 
Jesus Christ alone. We can’t work for our salvation, and there’s nothing we can do to earn it. 
Salvation is a free gift that we get through the Grace of Christ alone. If we could work and earn 
our salvation, then we wouldn’t need Jesus in the first place. Some groups think you have to 
work and earn your salvation even though they say that Christ’s Grace is required. If you apply 
these conditions to a gift, it’s no longer a gift. Nobody deserves salvation, and there’s nothing we 
can do to deserve it. It doesn’t matter whether you’re an anthro or a human; we all need 


salvation. Humans don’t deserve it anymore than we do —” The fox was interrupted by the wolf 


shouting, “SHUT THE FUCK UP ALREADY! FUCKING SHUT UP! SHUT UP! NOBODY 
ASKED! JUST SHUT THE FUCK UP, DAMMIT!” 

Jothie paused in the hall he was walking down when he heard distant shouting. Though 
he was wearing a FAST helmet that was keeping his ears down, the fox’s ears still tried to perk 
up and point towards the direction of the sound. Upon hearing the shouting, Jothie raised his 
XMP-1, but he quickly realized that the shouting was taking place several rooms away. The fox 
also had a clear sense of direction as to where Leonard was, and judging by what the wolf said, 
Jothie felt it was also safe to assume that Lars was at least close enough to be in a position to 
make the wolf shout such words. Jothie was glad that he had a hint to point him in the right 
direction; Otherwise, he knew he would have just been mindlessly wandering around Furryton 
Academy for the next half hour or longer; the shouting he heard was not in the path of the route 
he was taking while searching the campus either. Feeling he had his work cut out for him, the fox 
altered the route he planned on taking, and when he started walking, he began heading directly in 
the direction in which he heard the sound emanate from. 

Lars sat in silence next to Leonard, and the wolf was reaching in the bowl for another 
handful of chicken nuggets. The wolf began chewing the nuggets, but he started talking while he 
chewed, “I fucking swear to God, if you start talking this bullshit again, I’m going to fucking 
fuck you up. You hear me?!” Lars wanted to make Leonard think about the threat he was giving, 
“And what is that going to solve? Is it really necessary to threaten the people who are only 
looking to help you?” The wolf did not reply at first, but the fox brought up an issue which 
Leonard thought about himself earlier in the day, “If you hurt all of those who are trying to help 
you, and you are truly alone as a result, what are you going to do? Who are you going to let help 


you?” Leonard did not have an answer for the fox, but he felt tears welling up in his eyes again. 


The wolf’s tears were less like tears of regret and more like tears of hopelessness. By the time 
the wolf swallowed the chicken nuggets he was eating, he felt his throat closing up again, and 
when he did swallow his food, he started to cry again. Lars reacted by wrapping his left arm 
around the wolf’s shoulders, but when he did so, Leonard turned to bury his face in the fox’s 
chest again. The fox did not prohibit the wolf from crying into his chest, even after what the wolf 
had just said to him, “Don’t worry, Leonard. I turn the other cheek. I know it’s nothing 
personal.” 

The wolf grabbed the fox’s shoulders as he continued to cry, and Lars started rubbing the 
wolf’s back again. The fox spoke again to Leonard, “I know today’s been difficult for both of us. 
How about we just take it easy for the rest of the night? Does that sound good?” Leonard was too 
emotionally distraught to say anything at the moment, and after a few seconds of hearing the 
wolf weep, Lars continued speaking, “We’ll feel better in time. We’ll figure something out.” 
After a few minutes of holding the wolf, Lars could hear that Leonard’s crying was beginning to 
wind down to a considerable degree. However, Leonard still kept his face buried in the fox’s 
chest. Lars decided to ask the wolf a question, “How was the food? Have you been feeling any 
better since eating it?” Leonard slowly nodded his head, though it was still pressed up against the 
fox’s chest. Lars’ response to the wolf’s gesture came with another question, “That’s good to 
hear. Do you want more food? There’s still nuggets left in the bowl.” Leonard sat still for a 
moment, but he did nod into the fox’s chest again. Lars said, “Then how about we finish our 
dinner?” Leonard waited for a moment, but he did lift his head out of the fox’s chest; However, 
he avoided looking Lars in the eyes while doing so. Lars noticed that the wolf was avoiding eye 
contact, ““What’s the matter, Leonard? You can look at me.” The wolf initially hesitated, but he 


did end up looking directly at the fox, and Lars was able to see that Leonard’s eyes were 


beginning to look a little red. Lars was not sure how much of the redness was attributed to 
Leonard crying or simply being exhausted from the day. When Leonard was looking at the fox, 
Lars spoke, “See? That’s all there is to it. Wasn’t that easy?” Leonard did not reply. 

Lars looked over to the bowl of chicken nuggets, and he took a small handful for himself 
from the bowl. Before he began to eat the nuggets, he commented on the remaining quantity of 
nuggets in the bowl, “There’s still enough in there for the both of us. Why don’t you take some 
more?” The wolf reached into the bowl and removed a larger handful for himself. As Leonard 
began to chew his food, Lars was already done chewing his share of chicken nuggets, and the fox 
spoke once his mouth was empty again, “You know, my dad would tell me about the things he 
did while taking down the Omega Foundation. He told me about all of the places he visited, and 
the people he met, and he also told me about a lot of the bad stuff as well. My dad did not have it 
easy when he was doing his job. We never had an actual name for the conflict, but my family 
calls it the Invisible War. Yeah, I know it’s a bit of a cliche name, but I say it makes sense. 
Nobody even knew it happened, and it was such an important conflict as well. If we didn’t take 
down the Foundation, they probably would’ ve commenced their attack.” 

Lars thought of a related incident that was part of the Invisible War, “Hey, Leonard. Have 
you heard about the Siege of Berlin which took place in 2028?” The wolf nodded before 
replying, “Yeah, I have.” The fox spoke, “Yeah, that was the start of the Invisible War for my 
dad. His company got hired to help out over there since CDI was initially occupied in the Middle 
East. Did you know that it was the Omega Foundation who was behind that attack?” Leonard 
shook his head, “Nobody told me that.” Lars nodded, “It’s true. My dad found some evidence out 
there which linked the Omega Foundation to the event. From there, he followed the attackers to 


the Middle East where they were basically sent to try and do as much damage to CDI as they 


could. It was the Foundation’s way of seeing what they would be going up against without 
risking a direct retaliation. After all, the Foundation didn’t directly carry out this attack by 
themselves. They had a fake entity they created do it for them. It’s a false flag attack, really. 
Anyways, after that event, my dad found some more evidence, and he found out a few of the 
Foundation’s facilities. He told me all about it. There was a lot of evil which went down in those 
facilities.” Leonard did not really have anything to comment on the matter. He was rather 
exhausted. 

Sitting his ear up to the wall, Jothie was certain that he could hear talking coming from 
the room he was standing just outside of. Recognizing Lars’ voice, the fox was absolutely sure 
that his targets were just beyond the wall he was standing before. Trying to remain discreet, 
Jothie slowly reached into his pocket to grab an item he retrieved from his search of the school’s 
armory. The fox pulled out an M84 stun grenade from his pocket, and he went to arm the 
grenade. Jothie removed the circular primary pull ring from the flashbang, and he dropped it on 
the ground. While approaching the doors to the cafeteria, the fox pulled the triangular secondary 
pull ring on the grenade, and after dropping both safety pins on the ground, the fox held the final 
strike lever in his left hand. With his right hand, the fox held his XMP-1, and he flipped the 
weapon’s fire selector to the semi-automatic position. After getting into a firm and balanced 
position to enter the cafeteria, the fox raised his left hand and prepared to start his breach by 
dropping the flashbang’s strike latch and tossing the grenade into the room. Counting down the 


seconds in his head, the fox took a deep breath and prepared to take on his targets. 


Chapter 14 


Confrontation 


Looking at the bowl of chicken nuggets on the table, Lars saw that he and Leonard had 
just about eaten all of the nuggets which he microwaved. The fox said, “We’re just about out of 
nuggets. How are you feeling now, Leonard? If you’re still hungry, I can find something else in 
the freezer that we can have. I saw some blueberries in the freezer. Do you think you’d want any 
of those, or are you alright for now?” The wolf took a deep breath before replying, “I think I’m 
fine for now.” Lars stood up and went to walk to the freezer, “Sure thing. I’m going to check and 
see what else is in there. I dunno how long we’re going to have to stay here, so we might as well 
see how long we’d be able to live off these frozen foods.” Leonard turned to watch the fox walk 
towards the freezer, but after a few seconds, he turned back to the bow! of chicken nuggets. 
There were still some nuggets left in the bowl, and Leonard decided to eat a few more of them. 
Lars stopped as his ears perked up, “Uhh... What was that?” Leonard was not paying attention, 
so he did not hear the sound of metallic grenade pins falling to the ground. The fox looked at the 
doors to the cafeteria, and he then heard a metallic striker lever detach itself from a grenade. 
Knowing what he had just heard, the fox leaped into the kitchen and braced himself before 


shouting, “GRENADE!” 


Confused, Leonard looked to find where Lars had gone, but before he knew it, he saw the 
cafeteria doors open and a flashbang roll into the room. The wolf was not sure what he was 
looking at, and he also did not understand what the fox was trying to warn him about. The 
flashbang detonated, and Leonard found himself disoriented by the loud noise and blinding flash 
created by the grenade. Thinking he was blind, the wolf fell to the floor and put his hands up to 
his eyes as he panicked and rolled around on the ground. Lars, having been prepared for the flash 
grenade, removed his hands from his ears, opened his eyes, and stood up while reaching for the 
Glock that was in his holster. Lars was still using the kitchen appliances for cover, and he knew 
that he was more covered in his current spot than where he was previously. Hearing Leonard cry 
out in panic, Lars wished that there was something he could do for the wolf, but he knew that it 
would be unwise for him to attend to the wolf at the current point in time; After all, he knew that 
he would have to deal with the situation as it stood, lest he would make the current situation even 
worse. After a couple seconds, Lars watched as a dark figure wielding a strange weapon emerged 
into the cafeteria, but before opening fire, the fox waited: He wanted to identify his adversary 
before opening fire. For all he knew, this figure might not be an adversary after all. Still keeping 
himself concealed, Lars visually studied the figure as it entered the cafeteria, and he quickly 
spotted a quite obvious fox tail. The cross fox called out to the red fox, “Hey! Hold your fire! 
We’re anthros, not machines!” 

Jothie immediately heard the cross fox shout at him, and the red fox stopped in his place 
before raising his XMP-1 at Lars. Lars ducked down as Jothie fired a single round, and the round 
impacted the wall behind the fox. Fortunately for Lars, the kitchen he was in provided him with 
both visual concealment as well as limited cover from some ballistic projectiles. Nevertheless, 


Lars knew that his attacker was coming at him with what looked to be an automatic rifle of some 


sort, and since he only had a Glock 17, he would have to be very careful when taking on his 
attacker in a gunfight. Lars gave one more attempt at trying to reason with his adversary, “Stop 
attacking! We’re fighting against the machines!” Lars was not prepared to emerge out of cover; 
he did not know if his adversary was going to stand down or continue attacking. Before the fox 
could come up with a next plan for action, he heard the sound of another grenade’s pin being 
pulled, but this time, he only heard one pin being pulled before hearing the striker lever 
detaching from the grenade: Frag grenade models normally only had one pin while flashbangs 
had two. 

Lars tried to prepare himself to deal with the frag grenade, but before he knew it, he saw 
a flying object land right next to him. It took the fox only a second to identify the object as an 
M67 fragmentation grenade. Seeing that he had a live grenade sitting in front of him, Lars knew 
that he had to act fast: He knew he could not flee from his position; he would be shot by his 
attacker as soon as he left cover. He also knew that he would not be able to throw the grenade 
back towards where he believed it came from; he did not want to have shrapnel from the grenade 
hurting Leonard, and Lars did not even know where his attacker was even standing to begin with. 
Lars also knew that on the off chance that his attacker was quick enough, he may see the same 
frag grenade being returned to him again. Knowing that he did not have any time to come up 
with a better solution, Lars scooped up the frag grenade in his hand and tossed it backwards. The 
grenade flew out of the kitchen and detonated shortly after hitting a wall on the other side of the 
cafeteria. Fortunately, the grenade was far enough away from Leonard that none of the fragments 
were able to harm him. However, the wolf still panicked upon hearing the explosion, fearing that 


he was going to die. 


Jothie raised his XMP-1 again after the grenade exploded, and he was preparing to fire at 
Leonard while the wolf was still thrashing about on the ground. However, before Jothie could 
pull the trigger and kill Leonard, Lars had stood up and fired a round at Jothie, hitting one of the 
ceramic-reinforced UHMWPE plates contained in his plate carrier. The NIJ-rated Level IV plate 
easily stopped the 9x19mm round fired by Lars, but Jothie definitely felt the round impact him. 
The red fox did fire a round from his XMP-1, but since he flinched upon getting shot, the barrel 
was pointed way too high to hit Leonard. The round rather hit the floor ahead of the wolf, and 
given the angle of impact, the round ricocheted off of the floor and impacted the wall on the 
other side of the cafeteria. Realizing that he would have to deal with Lars first, Jothie turned to 
return fire, but Lars did fire two more rounds at the red fox before ducking down again. One 
round missed, but the other impacted Jothie’s plate carrier again and struck his front UHMWPE 
plate. Jothie flinched yet again from being shot, but the 9mm round was unable to knock him off 
of his feet. Lars ducked down as a few rounds of 5.56 flew overhead and impacted the wall 
behind him, and the cross fox realized that he was pinned down in his hiding spot. Lars also 
knew that he should not continue to aim at his opponent’s center of mass; the armor held in the 
plate carrier worn by his adversary was preventing his shots from doing any actual damage. 

Taking a risk, Lars leapt over the kitchen counter while firing a couple rounds from his 
Glock to suppress his opponent, and after landing two rounds in Jothie’s plate carrier, the cross 
fox immediately began moving in a different direction with the intention of escaping his enemy 
in the confusion. Luckily, Jothie was disoriented by taking two more rounds to his armor, and he 
did not see where exactly Lars ran to. The red fox blindly fired a couple shots to return fire, but 
by the time he regained his composure, he realized that he had no idea where Lars had gone. 


Ignoring Leonard, Jothie slowly proceeded forward while keeping his rifle up and looking 


around trying to reacquire his target. With his night vision goggles still operating as they should, 
Jothie had an easier time seeing in the dark, but his goggles did not tell him where his target was 
hiding. He still had to find his target by himself. 

Coming up with an idea, Lars unclipped one of the empty 5.56 magazine pouches from 
his belt while still holding his Glock at the ready. With the empty pouch in his hand, the fox 
waited a few seconds before tossing it upwards, hoping that it would be outside of his opponent’s 
field of vision with the night vision goggles. The pouch landed on the ground a fair bit away 
from Lars, and knowing that the sound likely distracted his opponent, he peeked around the 
corner, sighted in his target, and fired three rounds. Though he was trying not to aim at his 
enemy’s torso, two of his rounds still impacted Jothie’s plate carrier. The final round impacted 
the red fox’s right shoulder, and it was the first round to actually do damage to the red fox. 
Realizing that he had been shot, Jothie flinched, but he did blindly return fire at his target. Lars 
had already retreated back into cover when Jothie opened fire, but the cross fox did not realize 
that he did successfully strike his target. Lars was just assuming that he only hit his adversary’s 
plate carrier yet again. The cross fox knew that with the Glock he had, he was ill-equipped to 
take on his opponent; However, Lars was not even sure what type of weapon he would need to 
actually damage his opponent’s armor. All he knew was that NIJ-rated Level INA soft armor was 
strong enough to stop 9x19mm rounds, and he was quite certain that his opponent’s armor was 
stronger than Level IIIA. After all, plate carriers normally always contain hard armor, and NIJ- 
rated Level IV armor was becoming more and more common given manufacturing advancements 
dropping the production value of such armor. Still, Lars was sticking to his strategy of trying to 


hit his opponent in unarmored areas such as the limbs and face. 


Knowing that he was injured, Jothie decided that it would be best for him to adopt a 
different strategy to deal with Lars; he knew that he would not be able to count on his armor to 
soak up all of the rounds fired by the cross fox. With his uninjured legs, the red fox ran to the left 
to try and increase the distance between him and his target. He also was trying to get a sightline 
around the corner because he believed that his target was hiding behind the wall separating the 
kitchen from the rest of the cafeteria. Lars did hear Jothie’s footsteps, and the cross fox assumed 
a prone position: Going prone was another risky move, but Lars was counting on his adversary 
aiming too high to hit him, allowing him to score at least a few more shots on his attacker. 
Seeing the dark-clad figure appear in the distance, Lars did not hesitate to open fire on his 
opponent, and after taking four shots, the cross fox began rolling on the floor while taking a shot 
after every other roll to try and give himself some covering fire and give himself a way to move 
to a new position. Three rounds struck Jothie’s plate carrier, one round struck his right thigh, and 
the rest of the shots missed him entirely. The red fox did fire back again, but he was unable to 
keep up with the cross fox that was rolling on the floor. After taking several more shots while 
trying to stabilize himself and brace for more rounds to strike his vest, Jothie’s rifle stopped 
firing. The red fox turned his XMP-1 to the left to allow him to see the ejection port on the right 
of the rifle, and he could see that there was a shell casing partially hanging out of the ejection 
port which failed to extract from the rifle. 

Knowing that his rifle needed to be clear and ready to fire as soon as it possibly could, 
the red fox tried to flee from Lars’ line of fire, but the cross fox was now running towards the 
cross fox with his Glock in his hands. Lars fired a few more rounds from his handgun which all 
struck Jothie’s plate carrier, but he realized that his own handgun was now out of ammunition. 


Seeing that his opponent’s weapon was also out of action, Lars continued closing the distance 


between him and his adversary, and he dropped the magazine from his own handgun by pressing 
the magazine release and flinging the magazine to his right, allowing the magazine to move out 
of the way and not land on his bare legs or feet. The cross fox reached for one of his spare 
magazines, and after he lifted up the retention flap, Lars pulled out another Glock 17 magazine 
and inserted it into his handgun and pressed the slide release almost immediately when the 
magazine seated in the handgun. 

Using his left hand, Jothie pulled the lower charging handle of his XMP-1 backwards, 
and after pulling the charging handle as far as it would go, the red fox held the charging handle 
in its place as he shook his rifle to allow for the empty shell casing to fall from his weapon’s 
ejection port. When the casing fell from the rifle, Jothie released the charging handle and went 
back to open fire at his target, but he did not even wait to obtain a clear sight picture before he 
began opening fire. The red fox was already taking fire from the cross fox at this point, but 
luckily for Jothie, all of the rounds Lars fired either missed or struck his plate carrier. Jothie 
continued to fire at Lars, but within a second of continued fire, the red fox realized that his rifle 
was not firing again. Jothie flipped his weapon over again to see the ejection port yet again, but 
he did not see any rounds left in his magazine. Realizing that his rifle was empty, the red fox was 
initially going to eject his magazine and reload his rifle, but he realized that it would be quicker 
for him to switch to a different weapon rather than reloading. Jothie had a Glock sitting in a 
Safariland holster, but instead of switching to his own Glock, the red fox pressed the HE button 
on his XMP-1 and pulled the trigger. The 20x40mm round flew from the second barrel of the 
XMP-1, but Jothie had not aimed at Lars before pulling the trigger. The shot flew past the cross 
fox and landed at the rear of the cafeteria before detonating. The explosion tore a decently-sized 


hole through the wall behind Lars. 


Seeing that the weapon in his opponent’s hands was outfitted with a grenade launcher, 
Lars became startled and diverted his approach, but he continued to open fire at his opponent. 
This time, the cross fox landed three rounds on Jothie’s legs, and the red fox now collapsed from 
the injuries he sustained to his legs. Before falling over, Jothie pulled the trigger of his XMP-1 
two more times, and the rifle fired two more grenades. However, the grenades only impacted the 
roof of the cafeteria, blowing holes in the roof and shutting off the few light fixtures which 
remained operational. Debris started falling from the ceiling, and Lars broke away yet again to 
avoid being struck by falling objects. However, Jothie was unable to run away thanks to his 
injured legs, and he soon felt the impact of debris landing on his body. Though his helmet and 
plate carrier protected his most vital body parts from being damaged, the debris landed on both 
his legs and his right arm, leaving only his left arm unscathed. 

After the dust cleared, Lars raised his pistol at the pile of debris which covered Jothie, 
and he began to slowly walk towards his immobilized opponent. Lars shouted at his adversary as 
he approached, “Don’t move! Stay where you are!” By the time he arrived at the pile of debris 
covering his downed opponent, the cross fox knew that his first order of business was relieving 
his adversary of his weaponry. However, Lars found himself unable to see his opponent’s 
weapon; it was also covered by the debris from the ceiling’s partial collapse. After holstering his 
Glock, the cross fox began to pick up some smaller bits of debris and tossed them aside, trying to 
find his opponent’s weapon. After picking up a few more pieces of the ceiling, Lars could now 
see Jothie’s XMP-1. The cross fox picked up the rifle, but he saw that Jothie’s left hand was still 
holding on to the weapon. Lars grabbed Jothie’s left arm with his own hand, and he twisted it 
away from the weapon so that the red fox was no longer holding on to the rifle. After pulling 


Jothie’s hand off of the rifle, Lars went to remove the XMP-1 from the red fox, but he found out 


that Jothie was wearing a rifle sling keeping the XMP-1 tethered to his body. Pressing the center 
button on the Magpul QD Sling Swivel, Lars detached the sling from his adversary and sat the 
rifle on the floor out of Jothie’s reach. However, when he sat the rifle on the floor, it landed on 
the bolt catch paddle, and the bolt moved back to battery. 

With the XMP-1 set aside, Lars went back to check his opponent for more weapons. 
Jothie’s night vision goggles were destroyed by the debris which fell on him, and he was now 
unable to see much of anything; the goggles were still in front of his eyes and were obstructing 
most of his vision. Lars moved more of the debris off of Jothie, but he soon saw blood pooling 
up under the red fox. The cross fox backed up, not wanting to stand in the pool of blood with his 
bare feet, but he still knew that he had to do what he could to render aid to his opponent, even if 
the red fox was just trying to kill him. After freeing a fair bit of his adversary from the debris, 
Lars could definitely tell that he was looking at another fox, but something about the fox looked 
familiar to him. Lars looked down at the red fox’s right leg, and he saw that his opponent wore a 
khaki-colored holster for his Glock. Immediately, Lars remembered back to earlier in the day 
when he saw Jothie sporting the exact same Safariland holster. The cross fox lifted up the red 
fox’s night vision goggles, and he recognized his opponent’s face, “Jothie? Is that you?” Using 
his left hand, Jothie reached down to his belt and pulled out the Bowie knife from the holster he 
took from the armory, making one last attempt to kill at least one of his targets. With the Bowie 
knife in hand, Jothie lunged at Lars, but the cross fox’s reflexes were quicker. Lars moved out of 
the way, but Jothie continued to slash at the air in vain. 

Keeping his distance, Lars shook his head and tried to reason with the red fox, “Jothie, 
why are you doing this?” However, the red fox returned no response, and after a few more 


moments of aimlessly slashing at the air, Jothie fell backwards, and the knife fell out of his hand. 


Lars stood over the red fox, but once he saw all of the blood escaping his wounds, he knew that 
there was not much he could do at this point. Jothie seemed to have already fallen unconscious 
from blood loss, and Lars had no medical supplies on him to treat his adversary. At this point, 
the cross fox could do nothing but just watch Jothie pass away. At least the red fox did not seem 
to be in much pain; he appeared unconscious. The pool of blood continued to get larger and 
larger, but Lars was backed up far enough from the amassing puddle for the blood to not get all 
over him. The cross fox sighed and shook his head as he looked at the dying red fox, “It didn’t 
have to be like this.” Lars continued looking at Jothie for a little while longer, but after realizing 
that the red fox was quite likely to be deceased, the cross fox turned around to try and find 
Leonard. 

The wolf was lying in a prone position on the floor, but he was not saying anything. Lars 
walked over and approached the wolf, and when Lars was within speaking distance, Leonard 
looked up at the fox but kept his silence. Lars squatted down in front of the wolf and held out his 
right hand for Leonard to take. The wolf hesitated for a moment but after a few seconds, he 
reached out his own right hand and grabbed Lars’ hand. The fox helped the wolf stand up, and 
once both anthros were standing, Lars was the first to speak, “Welp... I guess it wasn’t over yet.” 
Leonard did not know what he had witnessed, “What just happened?” Lars tried to restate the 
turn of events in his own words, “I guess you could say we got attacked by one of our own. It 
was Jothie. I guess he wasn’t really on our side.” Just then, Leonard remembered the brief 
conversation Lars had with the red fox before going to the cafeteria, “Wait. Didn’t he say that he 
was going back to the armory earlier? I don’t remember him showing up there in the first place.” 
Lars remembered what Jothie had told him, and he suddenly figured out that the red fox’s words 


did not add up, “Oh shoot. We need to find Lewis!” 


Lars was already prepared to move out, but he wanted to check Leonard to make sure he 
was alright first, “Are you hurt? Are you good enough to walk?” Leonard looked down and 
patted his legs just to make sure that they were in working order, but he remembered that he did 
not take any damage to his body during Jothie’s attack, “Uhh... I think I’m alright.” Lars nodded 
and turned for the door, but he realized that he was only carrying a Glock. The fox was not sure 
if he would encounter any other hostiles out on the way back to the school’s armory, so he felt 
the need to grab a weapon that would be better to use than just a 9mm handgun. Lars ran back to 
where he had dropped Jothie’s rifle, and he picked it up. Leonard saw the fox pick up the strange 
weapon, and he asked a question out of curiosity, ““What is that?” Lars inspected the rifle and 
pulled the charging handle back while he spoke, “I’m not entirely sure. It’s definitely not your 
standard rifle. It reminds me a lot of the Heckler & Koch XM29 OICW, though. I think my dad 
also mentioned something about a gun which he used to have that looked a lot like this. He said 
it was called the XMP-1 or something, and he got it from the Foundation back during the 
Invisible War.” 

As he proceeded towards the cafeteria’s exit, he found that when he pulled the charging 
handle back, the bolt stayed open and did not return back to battery. When he saw that the bolt 
was locked back, Lars was confused at first, “Is this an open bolt gun?” However, as he looked 
in the weapon’s chamber, the fox saw that the PMAG inserted in the receiver was completely 
empty, “Oh crap. It’s empty.” The fox did not have a spare magazine to use with the weapon he 
picked up, but he also did not want to abandon the weapon. He had already seen the integrated 
grenade launcher included the weapon in action, and he figured that it may perhaps be useful 
later. Lars opened the cafeteria door with the rifle in his hands, “You know what? Let’s just go. 


If we encounter anything, I’1l do something.” Leonard exited the cafeteria with the fox, and they 


proceeded down the hall. As they were moving, Lars looked over the weapon that was in his 
hands, but from Leonard’s perspective, it seemed as if Lars knew what he was doing handling 
the weapon. The wolf asked, “Do you know how to use that thing?” Lars replied, “I’ve never 
held this model of weapon before, but I’ll probably figure it out quickly. Most modern small 
arms tend to work the same.” 

Finding the magazine release rather quickly, Lars dropped the empty PMAG that was in 
the rifle, and when he inserted it back into the weapon, he looked at the inscription on the lower 
receiver, “Wait. This is it. The Omega Foundation XMP-1. Yeah. My dad used to have one of 
these.” Leonard was surprised to hear what the fox was saying, “Really?” Lars nodded, “Yeah, 
he told me about it. It’s a relic from the Invisible War. He had to get rid of it when he did away 
with his company, though. This thing is a machine gun, and you can’t own a machine gun that 
was made after May of 1986 unless you are an SOT that can have machine guns.” Leonard did 
not understand anything the fox was saying to him, ““A what? What’s an Essotee?” Lars 
remembered that he was talking to an Australian, “It’s an American thing. All you need to know 
is that my dad used to have one of these, but he doesn’t have it anymore.” Seeing that the bolt 
was still open, Lars pressed the bolt catch button on the XMP-1 and dropped the bolt. Once the 
bolt dropped, Lars flipped the fire selector to safe rather than pulling the trigger to release the 
hammer. He did not know how the grenade launcher was fired, and he was not wanting to risk it 
going off inside of the small hallway they were in, “This thing has a grenade launcher that comes 
with it. It’s part of the gun. I’m pretty sure that’s what’s in this rear magazine. You know, the 
fire control group on this thing reminds me of the AR-15. It also has a lot of the same controls as 
the AR-15. I wonder if this rifle is based on the ArmaLite rifles. Though, judging by the way it’s 


set up, I wanna say that it’s probably a short-stroke piston rifle. Internally, it may look a lot like 


an AR-18.” Unfortunately, Leonard was having a hard time keeping up with the fox’s gun talk, 
“You did the what now?” Lars chuckled and said, “Heh... I’ll probably have to tell you later. 
Let’s just go and find Lewis.” 

After moving through the school for about ten minutes, Leonard and Lars followed the 
destroyed Zoff units all the way back to the armory they were at earlier. Lars spoke as the 
armory came into view, “There it is. I hope Lewis is alright.” Lars sat the XMP-1 up against the 
wall right next to the armory’s entrance and pulled out his Glock 17 again before getting into a 
ready stance. However, Lars quickly realized that the door to the armory was not in the same 
place as it was earlier; In fact, the armory door was not even attached to the door’s frame 
anymore. The fox quickly cleared the armory for hostiles, but he stopped once he realized that 
the bodies he saw earlier looked different than they appeared now. The fox placed his Glock 
back in his holster, and after moving the door out of the way and avoiding the corpse of Chef 
Mike while exiting the armory with the broken door, Lars looked back at the corpses in the 
armory. He first looked over to the decapitated coyote on the floor, and he then saw the coyote’s 
severely disfigured head sitting on the floor just a few feet away from the body. Lars only 
reacted by shaking his head and finding himself speechless. 

Leonard could see that the fox was in a state of dismay and disbelief, and when he looked 
into the armory, he quickly understood what the issue was. The wolf initially found himself 
speechless as well, but he did speak up after a few seconds, “What the bloody hell happened 
here?!” Lars took a deep breath and spoke, “I think Jothie did this. He was the last one we saw in 
the armory.” Leonard had a question Lars did not have the answer to, “Why the fuck would he 
do this?” Lars shrugged, “I wish I knew.” The two fell silent again, but neither of the anthros felt 


comfortable enough to go back into the armory. The sight was so gruesome, and Lars was 


starting to point out more details regarding the aftermath, “Mr. Cox’s eyes are gouged out. I 
don’t remember him being like that earlier.” Leonard looked at the maned wolf, and he cringed 
at the sight, “Shit...” Lars paused for a moment before speaking again, “Well... I guess it’s just 
the two of us now. Everybody else is either dead or gone. Robby ran off earlier, and I have no 
idea where he went. We’ll just have to assume that he made it out of here alive. I don’t really 
want to go and run around looking for a body that may or may not be here. It’s kinda too late for 
that.” 

Tired of looking at the bloodied corpses, Leonard turned towards Lars and asked, “So, 
mate. Uh... What now?” Lars stepped away from the doorway, but he did not bother to pick up 
the XMP-1; the rifle had no ammunition in it, and he did not want to go into the armory to 
restock his ammunition. The fox looked at the wolf and replied, “Let’s just go back to our dorm 
rooms. We’re both tired; we can use some rest. We’ll figure something out in the morning. It’s 
probably just best for us to not worry about it right now.” Leonard looked into the armory again, 
but when he looked back to Lars, he could see that the fox was slowly walking back down the 
hall while stepping over the destroyed Zoff units. Realizing that Lars was now on his way out of 
the area, Leonard quickened his movements to catch up with the fox, and when he arrived back 
at Lars’ side, he returned to a regular walking pace. 

“This all just seems... Gosh, I don’t even know what to say,” Lars spoke. Leonard was 
not sure what the fox was talking about, but he did not have anything to add, so he waited for the 
fox to speak again. Lars continued to walk in silence, but he finally spoke after a few more 
seconds, “I really tried. I wanted to see everyone make it, but...” Lars shook his head again 
before going silent again. Leonard still did not bother to pitch in with anything; the entire day 


had been very surreal for him, and he was not even sure if what he was experiencing was reality. 


The fox began speaking again, “I don’t even think there’s a Furryton Academy anymore. For all 
I know, we’re all that’s left. Unless you can think of anybody else that’s left in this place?” 
Leonard realized that the fox was now asking him a question, and though he was not quite 
paying attention to what the fox was saying, he believed he had enough information to reply, 
“Uhh... I don’t think so.” Lars shook his head, “It’s a shame, but there’s nothing we can do for 
them now. I have no idea why Jothie attacked us like that, but it’s too late to figure it out now. I 
just wish there was something else that I could’ve done in that situation, but he was the one who 
fired first. I don’t think he was backing down.” 

Lars and Leonard continued moving through the school trying to find the exit that would 
allow for them to go back to the dorms. Lars commented on the dorm rooms, “You know, at 
least the dorms seem to be kept up with better than the actual school.” Leonard did not quite 
understand what the fox said, “What was that?” The fox restated his point, “I’m saying that in 
terms of how the infrastructure looks, the dorm rooms are substantially better compared to the 
main campus.” Leonard still did not quite understand what the fox was talking about, 
“Infrastructure what?” Lars restated his point once again, but he drastically altered the language 
he used, “The lights in our dorms work. The lights in the school don’t. Also, the last time I 
checked, I’m pretty sure the dorms had running water and walls that don’t have holes in them. I 
remember that even the air conditioning works as well.” Finally understanding what the fox was 
saying, the wolf replied only with, “Oh, yeah. That’s good.” Lars stepped up to a door which 
would lead them outside of the main campus, “I think this is the right door. I’m pretty sure we 
came in through this door this morning when we were going to that little ‘class’. That didn’t 
really go too well. I guess now we understand why this school is probably the worst one in the 


world, yeah?” Leonard only looked at the fox in silence. 


Lars opened up the door to allow for the wolf to exit the building, “Well in any case. 
We'd better get going.” Leonard walked through the door, and Lars followed after him and 
closed the door behind him while being careful to not get his fox tail stuck in the door. Finally 
stepping outside of the school after their first day was done and over with, both of the anthros 
looked up at the sky and saw that it was quite dark. Lars commented on the night sky, “At least 
we should be good to get to bed then. I hope you sleep well tonight, yeah? In the morning, we 
can figure out what to do.” Leonard heard what the fox said, but he was not sure if he should say 
anything in response. The wolf eventually decided to just remain silent and continue walking to 
their dorm rooms. The final two survivors of Furryton Academy were just glad to have made it 
through the day. Though the day could have gone much better, it also could have gone worse: 


Two survivors were still more than zero survivors. 


Chapter 15 


Breakdown 


Stepping into the dorm room, Leonard looked inside at the room he slept in the previous 
night, but it did not really look familiar to him at all. For the most part, Leonard had not even 
bothered to unpack his two suitcases, and his room appeared as if he just took what he needed for 
the day and left the rest. Lars could see that Leonard did not unpack any of his belongings, but he 
did not bother inquiring into such a detail. Seeing the belongings kept in the room, the fox said, 
“Alright. This is your room, right? I’m going to go and get a shower in my room. If you need 
anything, let me know. Okay? Does that sound alright to you?” Leonard remained silent, but 
when he took a couple more steps into his room, Lars assumed that the wolf had no objections to 
his offer. Seeing that the wolf did not bother to close the door behind him, the fox decided to 
close the door for the wolf, but he did so slowly as to not startle Leonard. After closing the door, 
Lars took a few steps down the hall until he reached his own dorm room. The fox did not lock 
his door when he left his dorm earlier in the morning, so he did not have to insert a key or 
anything to access his room. 

Stepping into his own room, Lars looked around and found everything where he had left 
it. Unlike the wolf, the fox had put in the effort to unpack practically all of his belongings, and he 


decorated his room accordingly. The fox’s decorations were not too major, but on one of the 


walls, he displayed a flag: It was a simple white banner with a red Latin Cross charged upon a 
blue canton. The fox did not really have anything else to decorate his room with, but he did 
arrange some of his personal items on the small desk in his room along with the dresser. On the 
dresser, Lars had a picture of him standing next to three other anthros: One was a black and 
white fox who looked strikingly similar to Lars, but the difference being that Lars had some red 
fur while the black and white fox in the image had no red fur of his own. Standing next to Lars 
was a male gray wolf who looked about the same age as the black and white fox, and the wolf 
looked quite similar to Leonard, save for their color patterns varying slightly. Finally, the last 
anthro in the picture was a female red fox bearing a standard fur color pattern. The vixen looked 
a bit young compared to the silver fox and the gray wolf, but she did clearly appear old enough 
to be Lars’ mother. 

As the fox passed the image by, he stopped to look at it, but his attention was primarily 
fixated on the gray wolf in the image. After spending the day with Leonard, Lars was quite 
shocked to see just how similar Leonard looked to the gray wolf in the image. The fox already 
had his suspicions that Leonard may have been related to his uncle, but after seeing the image of 
his uncle again, the fox was becoming more confident that Leonard was related. After all, they 
both hail from the same nation, and they both have the same surname. After looking at his uncle, 
Lars looked over to his mother and father before smiling. Sitting next to the photograph was a 
gift to Lars from his father: It was a dark brown book with gold letters reading, ‘The Holy Bible 
Containing the Old Testament and the New: King James Version’. Lars knew that he would read 
his Bible once he took a shower, so the fox decided that he should go ahead and get his shower. 
Still standing at the dresser, Lars removed the Glock 17 from his holster and placed it on the 


dresser next to his Bible. The Glock’s barrel and slide were quite dirty due to all of the usage it 


saw during the day, but the fox figured that he would clean the gun later. Besides, he did not 
even have anything to clean the gun with, so even if he wanted to clean his firearm, he would not 
be able to do so. 

With the Glock out of the holster, Lars removed his belt that was holding his rather short 
khaki shorts up, and due to his thin waist, as soon as the belt was removed, his shorts already 
started sliding down his body. After unbuckling the holster’s thigh strap from his bare leg, the 
fox sat the holster, the belt, and the rest of the pouches attached to the belt on the dresser right 
next to his Glock while allowing his khaki shorts to freely drop to the floor. With his shorts on 
the floor, Lars stepped out of his shorts and went to remove his navy blue polo shirt by 
unbuttoning the buttons on the collar and subsequently pulling it off of his body. Keeping his 
polo shirt held in his hand, the fox reached down to grab the khaki shorts which were on the 
floor, and once he picked them up from the floor, he laid them on top of the belt and pouches he 
had removed. Finally, the fox pulled his underwear off of his body and stepped out of them 
before picking the black briefs from off the floor and adding them to the small pile of clothing he 
had removed from his body. At this point, the fox was completely bare, save for his anklets and 
the rings he wore on his toes, but Lars did not plan on removing these items from his body before 
taking a shower. The fox did need to grab a towel before he could shower, and he also needed to 
pick out something to wear after finishing his shower. Opening one of the drawers of his dresser, 
Lars grabbed a simple white bath towel, and he carried it to the bathroom. 

Arriving in the bathroom, Lars sat the towel on top of the closed commode; it would be 
close enough for the fox to reach after finishing his shower. With the towel in place, the fox 
turned on the water, and while waiting for the water to warm up, he exited the bathroom again to 


open up another drawer. Within a few seconds, the fox removed a pair of royal blue military- 


styled PT shorts. The shorts were roughly the same length as the shorts he wore earlier in the 
day, but they were made out of a more lightweight and comfortable material which Lars knew he 
would feel content wearing throughout the night. Moving back into the bathroom, the fox lifted 
up the towel and placed the shorts underneath the towel before reaching out his hand and feeling 
the water. Satisfied that the water was warm enough, the fox stepped into the shower space and 
began to cleanse himself. 

Leonard laid on the bed in his dorm room and stared at the wall. The wolf did not turn on 
the lights, but he was not planning to go to sleep yet; he was not even underneath the covers, and 
he was still wearing all of his dirty clothing from the day, shoes included. The wolf closed his 
eyes and shook his head while finding that he was starting to feel upset again. Leonard put his 
hands up against his eyes and shook his head harder than he was already shaking his head. The 
wolf pushed his palms against his head, trying to dull the anguish he was feeling, but it did not 
seem to be working. Leonard did not even know what he was supposed to be thinking, and he 
was not even sure if he was truly safe in the room he was staying in. The wolf could faintly hear 
the sound of the shower coming from Lars’ room, but he largely ignored it as he began to roll 
around in his bed before pounding at it with his fist. Thankfully, the bed was quite soft, so 
Leonard did not hurt himself from beating the bed. After Leonard found that pummeling the bed 
with his fists was not making him feel any more at peace, he started to bang his head on the bed. 

After ramming his head into the bed for a few minutes, Leonard was beginning to tire 
himself out, but his anguish did not dissipate. Feeling hopeless, the wolf began to let out tears 
again, but this time, nobody was around to attend to him. Balling up his hands into fists with as 
much strength as he could muster, Leonard stood up and pounded on the bed with his fists yet 


again, and using more of his upper body strength, he tried to exert more force than he previously 


used when beating the bed. When he finally tired himself out yet again, the wolf’s arms and fists 
began to loosen up. Feeling hopeless, he fell to his knees and planted his face in the bed again 
before weeping. With his head pressed up against the bed, Leonard grabbed the bed as tightly as 
he could and tried to push himself into the bed, but all this did was just make him more frustrated 
and fatigued. Letting go of the bed, Leonard fell backwards and did not bother to catch himself 
before he fell on his back. With his legs now in front of him yet again, the wolf found that his 
legs were not able to extend to the greatest extent because of the bed that was in the way. 
Frustrated, the wolf sat his legs up against the side of the bed and extended his legs. Though he 
hoped that he would overpower the bed, the bed overpowered him instead; the wolf only 
managed to scoot himself a couple feet in the opposite direction. 

Now lying on his back on the floor, the wolf felt completely hopeless, but his stress only 
continued to get the better of him. Leonard soon developed a dreadful sensation, and this 
sensation quickly morphed into an impending feeling of doom. The wolf began to hyperventilate, 
and his breathing became less orderly as he began to flail his limbs around in panic. Leonard 
tried to grab anything he could on the floor, but there was simply nothing for him to grab onto. 
Nevertheless, the wolf continued to try over and over again to grab something that did not even 
exist on the floor. Beginning to let out some groans mixed with sobs, Leonard rolled himself 
onto his belly and began pounding on the carpet floor. The wolf knew that he had lost control of 
the situation long ago, but now, he felt even worse since he had entirely lost control of his 
emotions. Leonard gave up on trying to stop himself from losing all control, and he was only 
rolling around the floor very erratically. Fortunately, there were no objects out which the wolf 
would be able to hurt himself with; everything was still packed up in the wolf’s suitcase which 


he brought into the dorm room the previous day. 


As he continued to roll on the floor, Leonard’s breathing was very disorderly, and he was 
still weeping while dragging his head up and down the floor. He wished he would have been able 
to do something to make him feel better, but as he knew from the events which occurred earlier 
during the day, he could hardly do anything to protect himself. Noticing that he was working 
himself up a sweat, Leonard rolled over before struggling to remove the black hoodie which he 
wore. As the wolf found it quite difficult to doff the hoodie while rolling around on the floor, he 
only became more frustrated. A couple times, Leonard made himself think that he was 
suffocating while he was pulling the hoodie up and over his head. After a few moments of 
struggling, Leonard successfully removed his hoodie, but he then felt quite uncomfortable due to 
the black shirt he was wearing. The wolf thought to pull off the black shirt next, and compared to 
the hoodie, the shirt would not be too hard for him to remove. When Leonard went to remove his 
shirt, he first attempted to pull off it while trying to rip it out of frustration, but when he found 
that he could not rip his shirt, he only became more frustrated and threw his shirt in the air. Not 
thinking about the trajectory of his throw, the shirt fell out of the air after a short flight and 
landed on his face. Immediately in panic, the wolf rolled around on the ground and hit his head 
on the floor a few times to try and get the shirt off his head rather than trying to use his hands to 
remove the shirt from his face. 

The shirt finally fell off his face, but the wolf was now feeling the pain from slamming 
his head on the floor. Beginning to weep again, Leonard let go of his arms and allowed himself 
to fall flat on his belly as he attempted to dig his face into the floor again, hoping that he would 
open his eyes and not be in this place any longer. All the wolf wanted was to open his eyes and 
not be in Furryton Academy anymore, but everything he tried did not seem to be working. Now 


only wearing his black track pants and matching Adidas shoes, Leonard flailed his legs around, 


feeling the clothing touching his furry legs. Becoming discontent with the shoes he was wearing, 
Leonard initially tried to flail his legs around until his shoes fell from his feet, but after a couple 
minutes of struggling, the wolf was only tiring himself out again. Getting irritated, the wolf 
rolled over on his back as he opened his eyes and tried to look around, but he found that all of the 
tears he cried were only obscuring his vision. 

Not bothering to wipe the tears from his eyes, Leonard tried to kick his shoes off by 
pushing the front of one foot against the heel of his other foot, but his shoes simply would not 
budge; the laces were keeping the shoes attached to his feet. Leonard did not want to bend over 
and undo the laces, so instead, he continued to kick the floor harder and harder while trying to 
force his shoes to come off. Nevertheless, the shoelaces were still holding the shoes tightly on 
the wolf’s feet, and he only was filled with more frustration and anguish. Leonard could not 
comprehend how it was even possible for a person to be filled with as much anguish and 
frustration that he was feeling at the moment, and he felt it was worse for him since there was 
nothing he could really do to make it all just go away. Leonard felt completely hopeless the 
entire day, and if it were not for the other anthros fighting for him, the wolf felt as if he probably 
would have joined them in death. Leonard knew that there was nothing he could do, and all of 
his attempts to let out the frustration were only making him more and more frustrated. The wolf 
was hoping that his anguish would just suddenly leave him and make everything better. 
However, Leonard knew that he would not feel better until he was gone from Furryton Academy. 
He felt as if there was no place worse than the place he was in. 

“Tau-22, this is Zeta. Do you copy? Over,” a man spoke into a radio transceiver before 
waiting for a response. After hearing only silence, the radio operator said his message again, 


“Tau-22, this is Zeta. Do you copy? Requesting a SITREP. Over.” Still receiving no response, 


the radio operator attempted to make contact with Jothie once again, “Tau-22, this is Zeta. 
Requesting an update on the situation. How copy? Over.” Just before Zeta could attempt radio 
communication again, he heard the door to the radio room open behind him, and he turned 
around to see another human was entering the room. Before Zeta could say anything else, the 
second human spoke, “Can’t get in touch with him?” Zeta replied, “I’m still trying. He hasn’t 
responded since I spoke to him when all of the XAI units went offline.” The human gestured for 
Zeta to stand up, “Mu wants to speak with you.” Zeta removed the headset from his head and sat 
it on the table before turning off the radio and standing up. 

Before Zeta stood up, the other human who had just been in the room with him had 
already left the area, but Zeta did not require an escort to meet with Mu. Proceeding out of the 
radio room, Zeta immediately began walking in the path he knew which would take him to the 
facility’s Site Director. After exiting the radio room, Zeta proceeded down the hallway before 
taking a couple turns that would get him going the right direction. Zeta passed several other 
humans along the way, and all of them were armed: Many of them only carried holstered Glock 
17s or SIG Sauer P320s, but some of them were carrying FN Herstal FN-15s, SIG Sauer MCX 
Virtus rifles, and XMP-1s. Many of the humans in the facility wore navy blue ACU-patterned 
uniforms with black combat boots, but some of the armed guards wore navy blue Crye Precision 
G4 combat uniforms with black tactical gear. The one thing which stood out was that all of the 
employees working at the facility were human; they did not have any anthros working within the 
facility. Scanning his keycard at one of the locked doors, Zeta proceeded through the automatic 
door once it opened, and it brought him to a catwalk. While crossing the catwalk, Zeta looked 
down at the automated assembly line producing XAI-2 combat units. A couple armed guards 


patrolled the catwalk as well, and a few were even down on the floor of the assembly line with 


the human employees that were monitoring the production of the Zoff units. Each employee all 
wore the same logo in the form of a Velcro patch on the right shoulder of uniforms: The logo 
was a dark blue circle with a gold outline on the outermost edge with a secondary gold circle 
within the circle with many triangular shapes pointing inwards. Inside of the secondary gold 
circle was a lighter shade of blue, but in the center of the second gold circle was a gold omega 
symbol. 

Reaching the end of the catwalk, Zeta scanned his keycard again, and once the door 
opened, he was getting closer and closer to the Site Director. Zeta did not need to go through the 
assembly floor to reach Mu, but he chose the path because it was a shorter route, and he also 
liked seeing how many Zoff units the assembly line was producing. Zeta passed by several more 
humans working on maintenance within the facility, and a few more humans were carrying 
disassembled parts of some Zoff units along with some of their weapons. Navigating the facility 
did feel like navigating a maze from time to time, but Zeta had gotten used to the layout from his 
time working at Facility Thirteen. Newcomers to the facility would often be very confused by the 
layout, but after a few months of work, most people found the facility quite easy to navigate. The 
facility had rather dark bluish-gray walls, and the dim lighting left the environment with a very 
strong industrial feeling. However, the facility’s aesthetics did not make the facility appear 
crude; though the atmosphere did not seem that clean, the building was in pristine condition. 
Zeta passed by other human employees while on his way to the Site Director, and they were all 
working on their various jobs. When he first got his job at the Omega Foundation, Zeta 
wondered why all of the employees at his workplace were armed, but he then found out that the 
Foundation started taking security very seriously when practically all of their original facilities 


fell during the Invisible War of 2028. With much of their research gone and decades of progress 


completely erased, the organization had no chance but to start from scratch, but developments in 
robotics at least helped them get back on track; However, they still had much work to do before 
they could recreate the completely loyal army they almost had perfected in 2028. 

Finally reaching the Site Director’s office, Zeta scanned his keycard at the door, but the 
door did not open right away. After waiting for a few seconds, the automatic door did open, and 
Zeta entered Mu’s office. Mu spoke upon seeing Zeta, “I’m glad you could make it here quickly, 
Security Chief.” Zeta nodded and replied, “Yes sir.” The human gestured towards the seat that 
was in front of his desk, “Please, take a seat.” Zeta nodded and sat down in the chair. The inside 
of Mu’s office aesthetically appeared the same as the rest of the facility: The walls were dark 
bluish-gray color with a few dark blue stripes covering some of the walls. Lighting in the office 
also seemed to be dark, but perhaps the facility felt so dark thanks to the dark-colored walls with 
a matching dark gray ceiling and floor. Once Zeta was sitting in the chair and listening to Mu, 
the Site Director spoke, “Now, can you give me an update as to what has been happening at 
Facility Nineteen?” Zeta’s mind initially was blank, but he quickly remembered that Facility 
Nineteen was the true name of Furryton Academy, “Yes, sir. AI training has been progressing. 
The batch of anthros we’ve most recently encountered have been quite challenging for the XAI-2 
units to deal with. However, we have been unable to return contact with our new anthro 
informant at the facility.” Mu replied with a question, “When was the last time you heard from 
the informant?” Zeta replied, “We last heard from him at around 5 PM. At that point, all of the 
XAI-2 units had reported their status as being offline.” 

Mu wanted to know more information, “Have all of the anthros been eliminated?” Zeta 
did not know if Jothie was successful at the task he was given following the Zoff’s destruction, 


“We do not know. The informant was told to eliminate the rest of the targets, but we have been 


unable to contact him since. There may be the possibility that he may have been killed.” Mu 
became even more curious, “Killed? By whom?” Zeta answered the question with what he knew, 
“The informant reported an anthro which put up significant resistance against the XAI-2 units. 
He reported it to be a fox. Some of our AI engineers have reviewed some of the footage that 
captured the fox interacting with the XAI-2 units, and he seems rather skilled compared to 
previous subjects we’ve seen at Facility Nineteen.” Mu was in disbelief, “And there’s a chance 
that this fox has terminated the informant?” Zeta nodded his head, “Unfortunately, yes.” Mu 
shook his head, “Damn. You know, they say it was a fox who was greatly responsible for the 
downfall of the previous facilities back in ‘28... Was this a red fox?” Zeta nodded, “Yessir, but 
the AI engineers say that the fox at Facility Nineteen is a black and white red fox.” Mu wanted to 
know more information, “I guess I’Il have to look up the list of anthros at Facility Nineteen.” 
Accessing the computer at his desk, it did not take long for Mu to bring up the list of 
anthros which were at Facility Nineteen. He started to read them aloud to Zeta, “Let’s see. We 
have Richard Cox, the ‘president’ we got. We’ll probably have to replace him sooner or later 
before he figures out more than he needs to know. However, since we specifically looked for 
anthros with low intelligence for this position, he might not figure out that the fake school is just 
an AI testing site. Alright, next up is Mike Rowave, the one responsible for catering, 
maintenance, and additional support. I think he seems pretty alright for his position. We did get 
him from a psych ward, right?” Zeta nodded, “Yessir. He also scored fairly low on various 
aptitude and intelligence tests, though not as low as the ‘school’s president’. He’s only 
competent enough to prepare food with a microwave, and he even had his name legally changed 


to reflect such a skill.” Mu was somewhat amused, but at the same time, he found himself feeling 


a small degree of pity for the mentally-instable raccoon dog who legally changed his name to 
reflect the only appliance he felt confident at using effectively. 

Mu began to read the next subject listed on the roster for Facility Nineteen, “Next up is 
the only anthro we have posing as a ‘teacher’, and that’s Bill Den. I remember we picked him up 
from a homeless shelter and offered him this ‘job’. Today was his first day being part of one of 
our AI tests at Facility Nineteen. Do we know if he made it through the day or not?” Zeta 
replied, “The informant did not report his death, but the AI engineers told me that he was 
terminated by a group of Al-controlled XAI-2 units early on in the day.” Mu gave a quick nod 
before reading the next entry, “Those are all of the ‘staff’ we have at the ‘school’. Next up are 
the ‘students’. First up, we have a gray wolf by the name of Leonard Barter. I didn’t do any of 
the recruitment for the ‘students’, so you’re going to have to fill me in on these.” Zeta provided 
Mu with information on Leonard, “Yes sir. Leonard Barter is a gray wolf who is eighteen years 
of age. He comes from New South Wales, Australia; and he lived with a single mother who has 
been struggling with poverty. He has very few medical records due to him having very few 
encounters with medical staff during his life, and he has not been formally diagnosed with any 
mental or physical disorders. He has no friends we know of, and he has never had a job before. 
He’s kinda as basic as it gets; there’s really nothing special about him. He just made for a good 
subject because of his age and the fact that he’s just so unremarkable.” 

Mu felt satisfied with the information he heard about Leonard, but there was something 
in the back of his mind which seemed familiar to him, “Hmm... You know, for some reason, I 
just can’t help but think I’ve heard that surname mentioned before. Barter... Oh well... Maybe 
it’s just me thinking things. Anyways, the next test subject is Lewis Lewis? What? Am I reading 


that right?” Zeta nodded and filled in the Site Director with more information, “Yes, you read 


that right. His full legal name is actually Lewis Lewis Lewis. He’s a coyote, and like all of the 
subjects we have believing they are ‘students’, he is also eighteen years of age. Hailing from 
Arkansas, his psychological records from his visits to psychiatrists suggest that he suffers from 
dissociative identity disorder and borderline personality disorder, but due to his parents lacking a 
stable income, they were unable to afford treatment for these conditions. Records also state that 
Lewis will strongly demand that people always refer to him as a deer, and we believe that this is 
likely due to his mental health conditions. I didn’t get a chance to ask our informant how his 
interactions with the test subjects have been.” 

After Zeta finished speaking, the Site Director read the next entry, “Roberto Bocchino is 
next. What can you tell me about him?” Zeta spoke, “Roberto Bocchino is the only feline 
‘student’ subject we have at Facility Nineteen as of right now. He’s a gray tabby cat, but he’s 
quite muscular. We believe he took up bodybuilding after his father. His father, Bobby 
Bocchino, is a construction worker who currently lives in California, but he was formerly a 
security guard for an unspecified company. Roberto has no diagnosed physical or mental 
conditions. His parents have been divorced since 2037. We believe that he signed up for the fake 
school solely because of how cheap it was to apply. The Foundation did pay all of the airline fees 
and everything.” Mu did not have anything about Roberto to ask Zeta, so he moved on to see 
who the next ‘student’ was. However the list ended with Robby, “And those were all of the 
‘students’ we have on record. All we have left is our informant, Joseph Thie, so where’s the fox 
he was talking about? Is he even real?” Zeta replied, “Yes, he is real. The AI engineers have 
managed to get a few pictures of him. He’s quite tall and thin, and he doesn’t wear shoes. He 
actually bears a pretty strong physical resemblance to the few images we have of the fox we 


believed to have infiltrated various Foundation facilities in 2028—” Mu interrupted Zeta, “Wait, 


are you telling me it’s him? He broke into Facility Nineteen as well?” Zeta shook his head, “No 
sir. Analysis of the images we have point to these two foxes being different. They have very 
similar builds and both do not wear shoes, but they have different color schemes. The one we 
saw at Facility Nineteen has some red fur, but the one from ‘28 did not have any red fur. Besides, 
the fox looked way too young to be the one who attacked the Foundation before.” 

Mu still had one question, “And this isn’t our informant?” Zeta shook his head, “No sir. 
We are completely confident that the informant and this unknown fox are two different anthros.” 
Mu had another question in his mind now, “So why isn’t this fox on the roster? Have I missed 
something?” Zeta knew that he did not have the answer the Site Director wanted, “Sir, your 
roster is the complete list of all the anthros we have at Facility Nineteen. You are not missing 
anything.” Mu, appearing agitated, shook his head, “Then how the fuck did this fox get in?” Zeta 
let out a small shrug and replied, “Sir, we don’t know. He seemed to have literally just showed 
up to the AI testing site. We don’t know how he got here, and we don’t know anything about 
him. All we know is that he’s the one who’s been taking down many of the XAIJ-2 units during 
the day. He appears to have been professionally trained in the use of firearms.” Mu paused for a 
moment and stared blankly past the other human he was talking to. After a few seconds, Mu’s 
eyes turned towards Zeta, and he spoke, “Shit... Did we have a data breach? That’s the only 
other way around this. We don’t even share the location of Facility Nineteen with our ‘students’ 
until they are about to fly on over.” Zeta tried to rationalize the situation at first and rule out the 
possibility of a data breach, “Data breach? I mean, that happened in ‘28, but we made sure to put 
up as many measures as possible to make sure that doesn’t happen again. How do we know that 
he’s not just some local who stumbled into the area?” Mu replied, “Do you think some random 


local is going to be as proficient as he is?” Zeta knew that the likelihood of a young shoeless fox 


stumbling upon the Foundation’s AI testing facility and taking down a decent portion of the 
autonomous combat units was extremely slim, “No sir.” 

Mu knew that the problem was larger than he initially perceived it to be, “Dammit... We 
had a data breach. We don’t even know how long our data has been leaked, either. More people 
than just that fox might know about it. I really hope CDI doesn’t learn that we’re still operating. 
We both know how that turned out back in ‘28, and we do not need a repeat of that.” After the 
Site Director finished speaking, Zeta waited for a few moments for Mu to speak again, but the 
Site Director only sat in silence. Zeta broke the silence by speaking, “Sir, what should we do?” 
Mu looked down at his desk and thought for a few moments before replying, “Well, for one 
thing, we can’t just let that fox get out alive. When’s the next batch of XAI-2s going to be 
ready?” Zeta gave a prompt response, “They’ll be ready for deployment by midday tomorrow, 
sir.” Mu was disappointed that the next batch of units would not be ready sooner, but at the same 
time, he knew that it was still better than nothing, “Alright. Deploy those units as soon as they’re 
ready.” Zeta nodded, “Yes sir. The next batch of XAI-2s that we’re assembling will be loaded 
onto the helicopters as soon as they’re ready. They will be flown out to Facility Nineteen as soon 
as possible.” Mu felt as if he heard what he wanted to hear, “Excellent.” 

Zeta nodded, but he had a question come to mind, “Uh, sir. What are we going to do if 
the fox takes on another wave of XAI-2s? What if he finds the control room in Facility 
Nineteen?” Mu knew what could happen if the control room was seized, “Shit... If he gets into 
the control room, the rest of the XAI-2s will be sitting ducks. Well... At least he wouldn’t have 
total control over all of the XAI-2s. After all, the engineers specifically designed the software to 
make sure that somebody in the control room wouldn’t be able to control more than one unit.” 


Zeta nodded, “Yes sir, but if he destroys the equipment in the control room, the XAI-2s won’t be 


able to communicate with our relay stations. They can’t operate without our network link, and 
they’ll remain idle if that happens.” Mu understood the issue, “Ah yeah, that’s right. Damn. If 
the fox cannot be eliminated by the XAI-2s tomorrow, I want an Internal Security Group unit 
deployed to Facility Nineteen to terminate him. We’ll have to assume our informant has either 
been terminated himself or is insubordinate.” Zeta stood up, feeling as if the plan for action had 
been discussed thoroughly, “Understood, sir. We will send in another XAI-2 wave to Facility 
Nineteen as soon as they’re ready. If the fox is not terminated tomorrow, we will send in ISG 
Omicron-5 to deal with him.” Mu nodded, “Then we have a plan. I'll see if I can’t find anything 
out regarding the data breach. You should start looking into it as well. You’re the Security Chief, 


after all. Dismissed.” With their objectives in mind, the two humans went to work. 


Chapter 16 


Working Things Out 


Slowly emerging out of his dorm room, Leonard looked down the hall in both directions, 
but once he saw that the coast was clear, the wolf stepped out of the dorm room. Completely 
naked, the wolf had cast off all of his clothes while he was having his mental breakdown, and he 
did not bother to put his clothes back on before exiting his room. Leonard could still hear the 
sound of running water, and as he moved down the hall, the noise began to grow louder and 
louder until he found Lars’ room. Without much hesitation, the wolf outstretched his hand and 
went to grab the handle to Lars’ room. Twisting the handle, Leonard was surprised to find that 
the fox’s room was unlocked. There was little hesitation following his new discovery, and 
Leonard let himself into Lars’ room. Upon entering the fox’s room, the wolf noticed how similar 
it looked to his own room, but there were some major differences: Primarily, the fox had 
decorated the room and organized the items which he unpacked. Lars was nowhere to be found 
in the room itself, but Leonard could clearly hear the sound of flowing water coming from the 
bathroom. The wolf approached the bathroom door and put his ear up to the door, and he could 
definitely hear the sound of a shower running. Leonard was not sure if he wanted to wait for the 


fox to finish his shower and come out, but the anguish was unbearable for the wolf to deal with 


on his own. Feeling as if he couldn’t wait any longer, Leonard grabbed the door handle, and 
when he found that the bathroom was also unlocked, the wolf let himself in. 

Stepping into the bathroom, Leonard laid his eyes upon the bathing fox. Lars did not hear 
Leonard enter the bathroom thanks to the shower producing more noise than the door, and the 
fox was also not facing the bathroom door. The wolf was not sure what he would say to the fox 
even before he entered his dorm room, but now that he had entered the bathroom while the fox 
was in the middle of showering, Leonard was at a complete loss for words, and his mind was 
entirely blank at this point. The wolf did not know what else to do but just to simply stand where 
he was and stare at the fox until something happened. The glass of the shower was still clear, 
save for a few droplets of water which splashed on the glass during the shower, but other than 
some light refraction, Leonard had a rather clear view of the nude bathing fox. The wolf looked 
Lars up and down, and he could not help but just admire the way the fox looked: Leonard liked 
seeing Lars’ tall, lean body, and the wolf’s eyes continued to travel downwards to view the fox’s 
tail and posterior. When Lars stepped directly into the stream of water and ran his fingers 
through the fur on the top of his head, Leonard found himself captivated by the sight. The wolf 
was wondering if he should leave the bathroom, but he wanted to stay and keep taking in the 
sight. The thought did occur to the wolf that Lars likely would not continue showering forever 
and could turn around at any point in time, but Leonard kept ignoring everything his brain kept 
throwing at him to make him leave the bathroom. The wolf knew in his mind that it would be a 
better idea for him to leave the fox’s dorm and go back to his own dorm to get dressed before 
returning to Lars’ room, but he simply found himself frozen in place. 

With his shower finished, Lars reached out to turn off the faucet, but even after the water 


was finished flowing, the fox was still turned away from the wolf. Leonard realized that Lars 


would turn around at any second, but it was now too late for him to leave the fox’s bathroom 
undetected: He had closed the door behind him on his way into the bathroom. Leonard was 
beginning to be rather anxious; he knew he would be caught red-handed by the fox, but he did 
not bother trying to conjure up any such excuse as to why he was standing in Lars’ bathroom 
completely naked while watching the fox take a shower. Lars finally turned around, and the fox 
looked straight at the wolf before quickly flinching, obviously surprised by the unexpected 
presence of the wolf. After realizing what was going on, the fox only stood standing in the 
shower, and his eyes moved down to see that Leonard was clearly sexually excited. Letting out a 
word under his breath, Lars broke the silence while still looking at the wolf’s reproductive 
organs, “Alright.” 

Unaware of exactly what to do next, Leonard only stood still, watching the fox. Lars’ 
eyes moved back up to view the wolf’s face, and he could definitely tell that Leonard was 
looking with lust in his eyes. The fox stood still and tried to figure out the best course of action, 
but only after a couple seconds of deliberation, Lars spoke, “Well... Hello, Leonard.” The wolf 
knew that Lars was talking to him, but his mind was not helping him along with saying anything 
in response. Lars gave Leonard a few moments to say something, but after he realized that the 
wolf was going to continue remaining silent, the fox decided to ask a question, “How long have 
you been in here for?” Once again, the wolf realized that the fox was talking to him, but he was 
too distracted by looking at the nude fox. Leonard’s brain did process the question, but he was 
not even sure as to how long he had been in the bathroom with the fox. Lars gave a slow nod to 
himself when the wolf did not give an answer to his question, so he decided to ask another 
question just to see if the wolf would finally speak, “So, what are you up to at this time of 


night?” 


With another question coming his way, Leonard knew that he would have to say 
something to Lars; However, at the same time, it was quite obvious as to what Leonard was 
doing. After all, the wolf did not even try to hide his excited genitals. Lars stood still while he 
waited for Leonard to say something, and after a few moments, the wolf finally attempted to 
speak, “I was... I...” Seeing that Leonard was not quite ready to talk, Lars figured that he should 
probably step out of the shower, but the fox knew that it would be best for him to be careful and 
not get himself into a situation which he would not be able to get out of. Taking a risk, Lars 
emerged from the shower, but he also spoke to the wolf, “Get dressed, and then come back here. 
Alright?” Lars took the towel from his commode and began to dry his furred body while Leonard 
only took a single step backwards. The fox wrapped the towel around a good portion of his body 
before speaking again, “Come back here when you’re dressed. At least put on a pair of 
underwear or something.” Finally realizing what he needed to do to have a conversation with 
Lars, Leonard exited the fox’s bathroom and exited his dorm room only a few moments later. 
With the wolf now gone, Lars continued to dry himself, and once he felt he was dry enough, the 
fox slipped on his royal blue silkies. The fox wondered if he should put on more clothes, but he 
ended up deciding that he should just keep the towel draped over his torso. 

Entering his room yet again, Leonard looked down at the pile of clothing which he left on 
the floor. The wolf wasted no time getting dressed, and he started by putting his underwear back 
on, covering his reproductive organs which were now decreasing in size from a lack of 
stimulation. Leonard then went to put his Adidas track pants back on, and when his legs were 
covered up, he went to put on his socks and shoes. While he was dressing himself, Leonard 
began to realize exactly what he had done. Though he did not hurt the fox or wish to cause him 


harm, he still blatantly violated Lars’ privacy, and he was hoping that the fox would forgive him 


for doing such. Leonard did feel a bit at ease since Lars told him that he could come back after 
getting dressed. However, the wolf started to fear that the fox would have a few unpleasant 
things to say to him. After donning his black t-shirt which he had been wearing ever since he 

first left his home back in Australia, the wolf was prepared to go back to the fox’s room, but he 
paused for a moment. Given how Lars’ reaction did not seem too extreme to the wolf, Leonard’s 
mind was beginning to entertain the idea that the fox would be willing to play around with him 
upon his return. Preparing for such an occasion, Leonard went into his belongings and quickly 
located the pair of pink and white thigh-high socks he brought with him from his home. The wolf 
always wanted to see a tall, lean fox wearing the socks in person, and he believed that he just 
might have his chance to see it happen in front of his eyes. 

After stuffing the socks in his pants pocket, the wolf exited his dorm yet again, and he 
went back to the fox’s room. Leonard did not bother to knock on Lars’ room; he merely grabbed 
the doorknob and let himself in. This time, the wolf entered to see the fox standing in front of 
him wearing a white towel around his neck and a royal blue pair of PT shorts. Leonard also 
could see that the fox was still wearing his decorative footwear, but the wolf was not too 
interested in looking at Lars’ feet if he was not wearing the socks he brought. The wolf and the 
fox both stood still and looked at one another in silence, but Lars decided to break the silence so 
as to not waste time while blankly staring at the wolf, “Alright. I see you’re dressed now. So tell 
me, what brings you here?” Leonard was once again faced with a question he did not know how 
to answer, and the wolf slowly looked down at the floor and sighed. Lars felt that Leonard might 
be more willing to speak to him if he made the encounter less imposing: The fox sat down on the 
bed and when he moved his bushy tail out of the way, he left plenty of room for the wolf to sit 


next to him. After the fox was seated and comfortable enough, he spoke to the wolf and gave a 


small gesture towards himself, “How about sit down here, and we’ll talk about it?” Leonard 
hesitated for a moment, but before the fox could say anything else, the wolf walked over next to 
Lars and sat beside him. When the wolf seated himself on the bed, he did not look at the fox; part 
of him still felt shame for what he had done, but he also felt himself wishing that he had gone 
into the bathroom earlier than he did. 

Lars commented on the clothing the wolf wore since it appeared as if Leonard had been 
sweating in it, “Are you alright, Leonard? You look like you’ve been sweating profusely.” The 
wolf shook his head while still looking at the ground, finally giving an answer that the fox would 
be able to work with, “No... I’m not alright.” Lars had to get more information from the wolf 
before he would be able to work with him, “What’s wrong? Can you tell me what’s been 
happening?” Leonard opened his mouth to speak, but he paused. The wolf did not feel confident 
giving an answer to the fox’s question, but he still felt the need to give an answer in the first 
place. Leonard decided to just start speaking with the hope that Lars would make sense of at least 
something he was saying, “It’s all just too much to handle. The entire day today, we’ve been 
getting shot at and blown up and everything. Everybody in this fucking school’s insane, and I 
can’t handle it. I don’t even want to be here! My mum made me go here, and she literally just 
woke me up one day and told me that I had a flight to catch. I mean, I know that I may not have 
been the best son growing up, but I didn’t think she’d fucking send me to die out here! I mean, 
what the fuck is this place?! What’s going on here?! ICAN’T FUCKING HANDLE IT! ?M 
GONNA-” Leonard stopped speaking when he realized that Lars had grabbed his mouth and held 
it closed with his hand, a technique which his father taught him. The fox worked at de-escalating 
the situation, “Slow down there, Leonard. Take it one step at a time, okay? Give me one issue, 


and we’ll work on that one first.” 


Letting go of Leonard’s mouth, Lars waited for the wolf to speak again, and he was 
prepared to grab Leonard’s mouth again if he started getting upset a second time. Leonard sat in 
silence for a few more seconds before finally opening his mouth to speak, “I’m scared.” Lars 
nodded, “I can tell.” The wolf slowly looked at the fox, and once he looked at Lars, the fox 
began to speak again, “And it’s completely understandable why one would be scared in a 
situation like this. I mean, it also doesn’t help that you came here from quite literally the other 
side of the world. But yes, taking on combat situations like these require a pretty great deal of 
mental preparedness. I wish there was something I could’ve done to ease the stress for you.” The 
final sentence which the fox spoke lingered around in the wolf’s mind, and his interpretation of 
Lars’ words ended up becoming quite different when compared to the fox’s original intended 
meaning. Leonard spoke again, presenting another problem he had, “I want to feel like I’m in 
control of the situation, but today’s been so bad because I felt like I wasn’t in control of 
anything.” Lars thought about what the wolf said for a short moment before giving a response, 
and the fox worded his response in a way to try and avoid triggering an issue which was brought 
up earlier; he did not want the wolf to become agitated again, “Yeah, I can understand why 
you’d want to be in control of the situation. However, there are simply times where it does not 
matter how tough you are or how skilled you are, some situations are out of your control.” 
Leonard looked back at the ground, and though he was disappointed to hear the fox’s response, 
he knew that it was definitely true. 

Lars looked up at the bathroom door, and he took a risk when he chose his next set of 
words, “The stress must’ve been pretty bad if it made you strip down and come in the bathroom 
with me while I was showering.” Leonard looked away from the fox while feeling both 


embarrassment and a guilty sense of pleasure, “Damn... I-I’m sorry.” Lars gave Leonard the 


benefit of the doubt and decided to accept his apology as being genuine, “It’s fine.” Once Lars 
finished speaking, the room went back to silence, and neither anthro had anything to say for the 
next few moments. Leonard was still avoiding looking at Lars, but the fox was closely watching 
the wolf and trying to find out what he was looking at. Lars realized that Leonard was looking at 
the propped-up photo which was on the dresser. The fox broke the silence, “That’s my family.” 
Leonard realized that Lars had figured out that he was looking at the family photo sitting on the 
dresser. The wolf turned his eyes away from the photo and went back to looking at the ground, 
but Lars decided to take a different approach: The fox stood up and retrieved the photo before 
sitting back on the bed with Leonard. 

“Yep, this is my family,” Lars spoke while gesturing towards the image to try and get 
Leonard’s attention. The wolf looked at the photo and saw three foxes and one gray wolf. 
Leonard was initially planning on asking Lars why there was a gray wolf in the picture, but he 
figured that Lars would likely explain all of the anthros in the image. Just as he predicted, the fox 
started to speak about the anthros in the image, and he pointed at the black and white fox 
standing next to Lars in the photo, “That’s my dad. His name is Kurt. He taught me almost 
everything I know about guns and stuff. He used to sell them before I was born, but he left the 
business in 2030.” After giving Leonard a summary of his father, Lars pointed at the female red 
fox standing on the other side of his own self in the image, “That’s my mom. Her name is Jackie. 
She first met my dad in Las Vegas in 2027. They met again in 2028 and 2030. They got married 
in 2031, and they had me in 2032. She didn’t have the best life growing up, but she’s rather 
happy now that she’s married to my dad and settled down.” After the fox finished speaking, 
Leonard became curious, “How did they meet that many times?” Lars only gave a little chuckle 


before saying, “Heh... Trust me, it’s a Jong story. It’s so long that I bet if a person were to write 


down the whole story, it would end up being the length of three rather beefy novels. Anyways, 
all I will say is that she’s a victim of trafficking. My dad was the one who rescued her — more 
than once.” 

Leonard was still curious to know more about Lars’ parents, but he was now more 
curious about the gray wolf who looked a fair bit like he did, ““Who’s that? He’s not a fox.” Lars 
replied with a simple answer that only left Leonard more confused, ““That’s my uncle. His name 
is Jason. Jason Barter.” Leonard realized that his surname was the same as Lars’ uncle, but he 
was still confused, “How is that your uncle? He’s a wolf, and your dad is a fox. Is your dad a folf 
or something?” Lars shook his head, “Nope. My dad is entirely a fox. Jason is his brother, 
though. They’re just not brothers by blood.” Leonard wanted to know more still, “So how are 
they brothers if they’re not related to one another?” Lars wanted to answer the wolf’s question, 
but he was afraid that the situation had a chance to become volatile again. Nevertheless, Lars 
took the risk and gave the answer, “They’re brothers in the Lord.” The wolf was left speechless, 
and he did not know what to say in response. Leaving the towel on the bed and standing up to 
return the picture to the dresser, Lars figured that he would try something else that was quite 
risky: When he placed the picture on the dresser, the fox opened up one of the drawers and 
removed a couple items unknown to the wolf. When the fox turned back around after closing the 
drawer, Leonard squinted as he tried to comprehend the unusual items he saw the fox holding. 
Lars unraveled one of the items he held, and Leonard found out what the fox was holding, “What 
are you doing with those?” 

The fox looked down at the set of Smith & Wesson M-1850-1 Transport Restraints he 
held in his hands, and when he let go of the leg shackles of the restraint set, he watched the chain 


untangle itself while dangling in air, attached to the wrist restraints which the fox held. Lars 


spoke to the wolf before Leonard became frightened, “Don’t worry. They’re for me.” Though the 
fox’s words put the wolf at ease to a degree, he was still very confused, ““What?” Lars did give a 
response to Leonard, but it was not exactly the sort of reply which the wolf wanted to hear, 
“You'll see.” Leonard was still confused, but he decided to just wait and see what the fox was 
going to do. When the shackles connected to the chain stopped spinning, Lars placed his left foot 
on the bed and after he let the connecting chain rest on his left thigh, he locked the leg shackle 
around his ankle, making sure to apply the shackle as low as he could apply it. With his left leg 
locked in the carbon steel restraint, Lars repeated the same action with his right leg, and within 
seconds, his bare feet were successfully shackled together. 

Before the fox stood back up, Leonard noticed that Lars was holding something else in 
his hand, and Lars used the item to interact with something on both of the leg shackles he was 
wearing. Leonard was about to ask as to what the fox was doing, but Lars was already in the 
process of answering the question while locking his thin wrists in the handcuffs, “If you’re 
wonder what I was doing there, I was using the pin that sticks out of the reverse side of the 
handcuff key to double lock my cuffs. It stops them from getting more tight after you have them 
on.” It took only about fifteen seconds for the fox to lock his hands in front of his body with the 
handcuffs and double lock both of the cuffs on his wrists. After restraining himself, the fox 
handed the wolf the key, “There you go. You said that losing a feeling of control made you very 
upset, right? Well, I was hoping that this would at least make you feel just a little bit better for 
the time being.” Leonard still had many questions he needed answered. As the fox was in the 
process of getting down on his knees in the middle of the floor, the wolf gestured at the restraints 
the fox wore and asked, “Why do you have these?” Lars perked up a little smirk before replying, 


“My dad says it runs in the family. You should see how many of these we have back at home.” 


The wolf asked another question, feeling as if the fox did not interpret his question in the right 
way, “What do you even use these for?” Lars provided the wolf with an answer, “For my own 
enjoyment, really, but right now, I’m trying to do what I can to give you a sense of control over 
the situation.” 

Hearing the last sentence the fox spoke, Leonard felt that it would be an opportune time 
for him to do what he wanted, but first, he wanted to get the fox in a position that would allow 
him to put the socks on, “Sit on the floor so I can see your feet.” Lars complied without saying 
anything, and soon enough, the fox was now sitting on the floor with his legs outstretched and 
his feet in full view of the wolf. Leonard was not interested in seeing the fox’s bare feet, so he 
reached into his pants pocket and pulled out the pink and white thigh-high socks and extended 
his arm to the fox, “Put these on.” Lars was not sure what Leonard was handing him, but after 
taking the socks and realizing what they were, the fox shook his head and dropped the socks on 
the ground, “No can do.” Leonard was confused, ““What? Why not?” Lars gave his answer, 
“Those socks are made for women. I’m not a woman, so I can’t wear those.” Leonard was 
beginning to get frustrated, “What the fuck kind of reason is that? What’s fucking stopping 
you?” The fox spoke firmly, “Crossdressing is an abomination before the Lord. I will not do it.” 
Leonard pointed towards the bracelets the fox wore on his ankles, and he also gestured towards 
the rings on the fox’s toes, “And that’s not?” Lars shook his head, “Well, no. My footwear 
doesn’t look feminine at all. If you saw just my feet with this stuff on, you’d know for sure that 
they are the feet of a man.” Leonard felt as if the fox was arbitrarily making judgements, “How?! 
What makes clothing male or female?” Lars replied, “You know darn well what you’re doing 
with those socks. You know they’re not made for men.” The wolf began to argue more, “And 


what you’ve got on your feet ain’t made for men either.” Lars shook his head, “If you’ve seen 


rings and bracelets made for females, they look quite different. These aren’t made for females.” 
Leonard was not backing down, “And what about those shorts you wore today?” Lars said, 
“They’re made for men. You’ve never seen shorter shorts made for men before? When you saw 
me wearing my outfit earlier today, I’m pretty sure you can easily tell that it’s a male outfit.” 
Leonard did not want to accept the fox’s response, “How can clothing have a gender? 
Clothing has changed over the years, and what men wore in the past is different from what men 
wear now. How can you define what clothing is made for men and what clothing is made for 
women?” Lars took a deep breath before answering, “You can’t wiggle out of this by using 
technicalities. The Lord knows that you know which clothing is designed for males and which 
clothing is designed for females.” Leonard was still agitated, “What right does this God of yours 
have to say what people should and shouldn’t wear?” Lars said, “Every right. He’s the one who 
created us, and He’s going to judge us.” The wolf shook his head, “Well, you wear more than 
one type of fabric, right? Isn’t that a sin?” Lars stood up and remained silent before grabbing the 
Bible which was on top of the dresser with his cuffed hands. The fox sat down next to the wolf 
and began flipping through the pages of the Bible before arriving at Deuteronomy Chapter 22. 
The fox read Verse 11 of Deuteronomy 22, “Thou shalt not wear a garment of divers sorts, as of 
woollen and linen together.” Leonard nodded, “Yeah, so aren’t you sinning by doing that?” Lars 
then pointed at Verse 5 of Deuteronomy 22 and read it aloud, “The woman shall not wear that 
which pertaineth unto a man, neither shall a man put on a woman's garment: for all that do so are 
abomination unto the LORD thy God.” The fox paused for a few moments before speaking 
again, “So where does it say that wearing multiple fabrics is an abomination before the Lord?” 
Angry, Leonard grabbed the Bible from Lars’ hands and began looking at the 22nd 


chapter of Deuteronomy, but he was unable to locate a verse which identified wearing two types 


of fabrics an abomination before the Lord. As the wolf looked around the pages of the Bible, 
Lars said, “There’s no punishment listed for wearing two types of fabric. If you commit an 
abomination before the Lord, that’s a sin, and that’s true for the New Covenant as well. Laws 
regarding morality like the one against crossdressing are always around, and it’s not simply one 
of those health or miscellaneous laws that are in the Old Testament.” Leonard ignored most of 
what the fox said, but the word ‘abomination’ stood out to him, “Wait. What about eating pork 
and lobster? Those are abominations!” Lars held out his cuffed hands, “May I?” With reluctance, 
Leonard handed the Bible back to Lars, and the fox quickly turned to Leviticus Chapter 11. Lars 
pointed at the words on the page, “Does it say anywhere about the unclean animals being 
abominable unto the Lord?” Leonard took the Bible and began reading, but he jumped the gun, 
“Yeah, right there! It’s an abomination!” Lars immediately replied with, “Abomination to 
whom?” Leonard slowed down his reading, and he found that the Bible did not say what he 
believed it to have said, “Unto you?” 

Lars nodded, “Yep. If you want to say that it’s Leviticus and not Deuteronomy, turn to 
Chapter 14 of Deuteronomy.” Leonard did not know where Chapter 14 of Deuteronomy was, so 
he handed the Bible back to the restrained fox who flipped the pages until he arrived at his 
destination and gave the Bible back to the wolf. Due to how quickly the fox could navigate the 
pages even with his hands bound together in carbon steel, Leonard was starting to think that Lars 
had read a book while restrained before. As he focused back to the task at hand, the wolf began 
reading, but he found that even in Chapter 14 of Deuteronomy, the text did not say anything 
about the unclean animals as being abominable unto the Lord. Lars held out his restrained hands 
to take the Bible back, “Still not convinced?” Leonard shook his head, “No. I’m not.” Lars took 


the Bible and flipped quite a way forward in the book until he arrived at Chapter 6 of Ist 


Corinthians. Lars started reading the ninth verse of the chapter and stopped once he read up to 
the eleventh verse, “Know ye not that the unrighteous shall not inherit the kingdom of God? Be 
not deceived: neither fornicators, nor idolaters, nor adulterers, nor effeminate, nor abusers of 
themselves with mankind, Nor thieves, nor covetous, nor drunkards, nor revilers, nor 
extortioners, shall inherit the kingdom of God. And such were some of you: but ye are washed, 
but ye are sanctified, but ye are justified in the name of the Lord Jesus, and by the Spirit of our 
God.” Lars paused for a moment and spoke again, “Even if you were to completely ignore the 
Old Testament, the New Testament still condemns being effeminate. If a man wears female 
clothes, that man is being effeminate, and that’s no good before the Lord. Also, you should 
probably repent of the sin you committed earlier.” 

Leonard was not happy to hear his sin being called out, but he tried to act as if he did not 
sin at all, “What sin?” Lars turned to Chapter 5 of the Gospel of Matthew and said, “Jesus says 
that it’s a sin to look with lust. You’re committing adultery in your heart by doing so. Though 
Jesus was addressing men looking at women with lust, men looking at other men with lust isn’t 
good either.” Lars began to flip the pages again until he arrived at the first chapter of Romans. 
Lars read the twenty-seventh verse of the chapter, “And likewise also the men, leaving the 
natural use of the woman, burned in their lust one toward another; men with men working that 
which is unseemly, and receiving in themselves that recompence of their error which was meet.” 
After he finished speaking, the fox looked over to the wolf, and he could see that Leonard looked 
quite upset. The fox spoke again to the wolf, addressing the sin, “Leonard, it’s not good to be 
doing these things. The crossdressing, the homosexuality. It’s not good. These are sins before 
God. I’m not telling you this stuff because I want you to feel upset; I really don’t want you to be 


upset, especially after the day we had today. I’m telling you this stuff because I care about you, 


and I want to see you repent of your sins and trust in Jesus for salvation. Remember what Ist 
Corinithians said? It said such were some of you. You can repent of these sins, and if you trust in 
Jesus’ grace for forgiveness, you'll be counted as blameless on Judgment Day.” Lars saw that 
Leonard definitely appeared upset, and the wolf was not even looking at the fox anymore; he was 
looking down at the floor. The fox continued speaking, “Look, sometimes we simply like what 
God doesn’t like. However, that’s why the Holy Spirit will give us a new heart with new desires 
when we get saved. Even if He doesn’t remove one of these desires you hold dear to your heart, 
it’s still not good to go ahead and willingly sin.” Lars then flipped to Chapter 10 of Hebrews and 
read the twenty-sixth verse, “For if we sin wilfully after that we have received the knowledge of 
the truth, there remaineth no more sacrifice for sins.” 

Lars looked at Leonard again, and he could see that the wolf looked more upset than he 
did the first time. The wolf seemed as if he was done speaking with the fox, but he also looked as 
if he was not ready to leave his presence. Lars picked up the Bible and sat it further up the bed 
before crawling up on the bed and kneeling on it while moving closer to the wolf. The fox placed 
his cuffed hands in his lap and worked at making himself comfortable while on his knees. After 
waiting to see if Leonard had anything to say, Lars spoke, “Leonard. Do you know why I tell you 
this stuff?” The wolf remained silent, and he continued to look away from the fox. Lars waited 
just a moment for the wolf to say something, but when he accepted the fact that the wolf wished 
to remain silent, he spoke again, “I tell you this stuff because I care about you. I wanna see you 
in Paradise with me.” Leonard finally spoke, but his speech was a bit incoherent; he was holding 
back tears, “I can’t see myself in Paradise.” Lars scooted a bit closer to the wolf and placed his 
cuffed hands on Leonard’s back to try and comfort him, “No? Why not?” Leonard looked down 


and let a few tears drop to the floor, “Because... I don’t know what Paradise is.” Lars kept his 


hands on the wolf’s back as he replied, “Neither do I, but I know I’m not gonna regret finding 
out. After all, if God Himself referred to it as a paradise before He died and came back to life, 
I’m going to take His word for it that it’s really, really worth it.” Leonard shook his shoulder to 
try and get Lars to remove his hands from his shoulder, “I haven’t heard God.” Lars lowered his 
body while kneeling again, and he sat his cuffed hands back in his lap, “If you seek Him, you’ ll 
find Him. He sent me here to tell you among others about the eternal life that can be yours.” 
Leonard slowly shook his head and wiped away a few tears before replying, “He sent 
man. That doesn’t seem to be enough.” The fox scooted himself just a tad bit closer to the wolf, 
careful to not sit his knee on top of Leonard’s tail, “He’s sent the choice. The Antichrist is going 
to be the one who’s gonna perform miracles and say, ‘I’m God, so worship me right now!’” The 
wolf slowly turned to his left, but he stopped moving his head before he could even see the fox in 
his peripheral vision, “I guess I’Il have to wait it out. I'll ask him to answer my questions. He 
won’t be able to answer them without giving me a reason to look at the Bible.” Lars felt as if 
Leonard’s reasoning was a bit clumsy, “I say it’s unwise to wait things out. You’ ll never know 
when it’s time.” Leonard turned his head away from the fox and looked down at the striped socks 
left on the floor, “In time... If the Antichrist doesn’t come by the time I’m alive, then it wasn’t 
time for me.” Feeling a bit uncomfortable, Lars readjusted his position and shifted the shackles 
locked around his ankles to prevent them from digging into his bare legs, “I’m saying all you 
need is trust and faith. You could quite literally get saved right here, right now if you chose 
salvation.” Leonard took a deep breath and let out a soft sob before looking down and putting his 
head in his hands, “No. I couldn’t.” Lars replied with a soft tone, “No? What’s stopping you?” 
Leonard began to weep for a short moment, but when he became coherent enough to speak 


again, he said, “I just... I just can’t see myself over there...” Leonard wiped the tears from his 


eyes and looked back down at the thigh-high socks on the floor, “In order to do it... I-I’d need to 
give things up, and what’s now is for now.” Lars reached out with his cuffed hands and gently 
grasped the wolf’s left arm, “With a new heart and new desires, giving those things up would 
become quite easy over time.” 

Leonard did not push away the fox’s hand this time, but after a few seconds of taking 
deep breaths and calming himself down, the wolf spoke, “I disagree. I-I can’t find a reason to 
give it up.” Before Lars could reply, Leonard spoke again, but this time, the wolf looked up and 
made eye contact with the restrained fox, “Why would a new heart think differently?” Lars 
returned eye contact with Leonard and said, “Because it’s a new heart given by the same Holy 
Spirit who resurrected Jesus from the dead. He’s the same Holy Spirit who convicted me to tell 
you the Gospel.” Leonard looked away from the fox again, and he then turned his eyes back to 
the pink socks on the floor, “And I... I simply cannot accept such a heart. I-I don’t know what it 
means. I can’t really accept the heart because I don’t desire those new desires.” Lars knew that 
the issue Leonard had was indeed an issue of the heart, but though he would not be able to 
convince the wolf of the need to accept a new heart with new desires, he still continued to speak 
to the wolf, “Is it because of these things you feel are more important? I can promise you that 
Paradise is so much more.” Leonard closed his eyes and turned his head towards the floor before 
replying, “That’s not your promise to make.” Lars adjusted his kneeling position again while he 
replied, “It’s God’s guarantee, so it’s valid. I’m just relaying it. It’s just like how I can say that I 
promise the Earth will never entirely flood again. God made that promise. I’m relaying it. God 
never goes back on His promises.” Leonard let out a sigh, and after letting out a couple sniffles, 
he said, “Eternity is a very long time. I... I can’t fathom having to be around for so long.” 


Ignoring the way Leonard approached his response, Lars replied, “I can’t fathom eternity either, 


but I know it’s going to be infinitely worth it. It’s going to be a whole new heaven and Earth. A 
whole new universe at that point. It’s more than just a new world. And from the way I’ve 
interpreted the Scripture, the way this new reality will function will be fundamentally different 
compared to the world we live in now.” 

Leonard finally brushed off the fox’s bound hands away from his arm, “It’s not detailed 
enough. I don’t think that there is any way for me to accept anything I don’t understand.” Lars 
placed his hands back into his lap and replied while letting his eyes track away from the wolf, “If 
we were able to understand this new reality, then we'd be able to bring our current bodies there. 
We're going to be rebuilt and completely different to be able to experience it. Heck, if we could 
be good by ourselves and deserving of eternal life, then maybe we'd be able to gain an 
understanding of how Jesus' resurrection worked. Jesus only came back to life because He had 
no sin of His own to pay for. He was morally perfect.” Leonard let out a sniffle again, but he 
seemed to be calming down a bit, “I can’t accept it. I cannot.” Lars rolled his hands around in his 
restraints, trying to get into a more comfortable position for his wrists, “I hope you don’t take 
that one to the grave. You’re gonna regret it if you do.” The wolf’s answer was not one the fox 
took pleasure in hearing, “So be it.” 

Lars opened his mouth to speak, but he knew that he would only be wasting his breath if 
he were to continue to try and convince Leonard of the need for a Savior; he had done everything 
he could. Instead, Lars said something the wolf was not expecting, “Leonard. I hope you know 
that God still loves you, and I hope you know that I love you as well. We both want you to have 
eternal life. You don’t have to keep doing this stuff. I hope you know I’m sincere. You can still 
have God’s forgiveness if you want it.” Leonard was silent for a few moments, but his response 


was largely the same as it had been, “I can’t accept it. I’d reckon it’d be impossible for me to 


accept this.” Lars focused his eyes on the wolf and said, “It’s impossible by yourself, but it’s 
quite possible if you trust in the Lord for salvation.” Leonard began choking up again, but he did 
reply once he could speak clearly enough, “I... T-That in itself is the difficulty of the situation.” 
Lars took a deep breath and replied after giving the wolf a moment to let out a few sniffles, “It 
doesn’t have to be difficult to accept salvation if you don’t want it to be.” Leonard slowly shook 
his head and closed his eyes while he replied, “I don’t wish for it to be difficult. There just isn’t 
any reason for me to have it.” While the wolf wiped more tears away from his eyes, the fox 
spoke, “You don’t have to hold on to these troubles. The past doesn’t have to matter either. It 
doesn’t matter what’s happened. It can all be washed clean.” 

Leonard was on the verge of tears again after hearing what Lars said, “Okay... But I-I 
can’t.” Lars placed his cuffed hands back on the wolf’s shoulder before replying, “Nobody here 
can wash that slate clean, but you know who can? Jesus. That’s what the Blood of Christ is for.” 
Leonard started to cry again, and he spoke in between his sobs, “I... I-I can’t... I can’t have that 


1? 


slate cleaned!” Lars replied while maintaining a gentle tone, “Sure you can. You can have those 
desires replaced with new desires that are Godly.” Leonard buried his face into both of his hands 
and let out a few loud sobs before saying, “B-But how?!” Lars waited for a few moments for 
Leonard to calm himself down again, and as he waited, the fox ran his cuffed hands up and down 
the wolf’s back to try and comfort him the best he could do with his hands locked in carbon steel. 
Once he felt as if the wolf would be able to hear his words, the fox said, “God will do it if you 
trust Him. It’d take time, though. Sanctification is not an overnight process. We all still struggle 
with various sins, but the important thing is to be forgiven and not to unrepentantly indulge in 


sin. My point is that if you keep your trust and faith in Christ, He won’t let you down.” Leonard 


let out a sniffle before saying, “And I can’t prove that.” Using his cuffed hands, Lars lightly 


tugged on Leonard’s shoulder before speaking to him again, “You can experience it, though. 
Wouldn’t that be the best form of proof? Seeing it for yourself? Well, it’d be more than seeing, 
you’d be experiencing it for yourself.” The wolf looked at the handcuff key which he had left on 
the corner of the bed, “I simply can’t.” Lars retracted his hands and pulled the connecting chain 
between his handcuffs and legcuffs to reposition his restraints, “That’s what you may think, but I 
assure you that it’s more than possible with the Lord. It doesn’t matter how messed up or how 
deep you think you are. Anybody can be saved from anything. Redemption is free to all. We all 
have a reason to be here. God loves all of us, and He wants us all to have eternal life.” 

Leonard looked to his left to view Lars, but he did not look the fox in the eye, “So why is 
it that I can’t have the attraction I’m supposed to have? Why’s it different for me?” Lars knew 
that Leonard’s situation related in a way to his uncle’s situation, “I could probably say the same 
about the situation between my dad and my uncle. You know, it was quite similar to what’s 
happened here. However, what made the difference was that Jason repented and trusted in Jesus 
for salvation.” Leonard only sighed and looked away from the fox. Lars wished that there was 
something else he could say to the wolf, but he did not think he could come up with anything 
else from off the top of his head. The fox looked down at the towel which had rolled off the bed, 
and he then looked at the digital clock which sat on the dresser, “And look at what’s going on 
right now: I’m all chained up here wearing only a pair of blue shorts talking to my uncle’s look- 
alike about salvation at one in the morning. Quite the atypical night, I’d say. The last thing I'll 
say is that if you knew what the alternative to accepting God’s forgiveness entailed, then you’d 
have quite the reason to believe that eternal happiness isn’t as unrealistic as you may think.” 
Calming down yet again, Leonard took a few deep breaths, but Lars was just about done telling 


Leonard everything he could for the time being. The fox took a deep breath as well, and he sat 


still for just a bit longer for the situation to die down. Leonard closed his eyes and tried to 
recount everything that was said. He was astonished by how the night progressed in the way it 


did. 


Chapter 17 


Social Hour 


As the night continued to drag on, Leonard was still sitting on Lars’ bed looking down at 
the floor. Lars, still bound in chains, decided to speak to the wolf, “So, when are we planning to 
go to sleep?” The wolf looked over at the clock to see that it was 1:20 AM, “I’m... not sure.” 
The fox scooted over to where he had left his Bible on the other side of the bed, and he picked it 
up before closing it, “Well, is there something more I can do for you?” The wolf only stared at 
the few items that were on the floor as he spoke, “I don’t know.” Standing up with the Bible in 
his cuffed hands, Lars walked over to the dresser and went to sit his Bible back where he got it 
from, but before he placed it on the dresser, he said to Leonard, “Do you want me to read any 
more of this?” Leonard looked up to see the book that was held by Lars, and once he saw that it 
was the Bible, he looked downwards and replied, “No. I don’t.” As the fox sat the Bible back up 
on the dresser, Leonard could hear the sound generated by the fox’s chains rubbing up against 
the dresser. The wolf watched as the bound fox proceeded to pick up the towel which he had left 
on the floor, but Leonard only watched in silence. Lars spoke again as he picked up the towel, 
“So, are you feeling any better now?” 

The wolf was not really paying attention to the fox’s words, ““What?” Lars asked his 


question again but reworded it, “How are you feeling right now?” The wolf answered as the fox 


prepared to toss the towel on the glass which made up the shower, “I’m not too sure...” Leonard 
stopped speaking as he watched the fox squat down slightly before leaping up in the air and 
tossing the towel; though the fox was tall, he could not extend his arms high enough to hang the 
towel up since the chain connecting his ankles to his wrists prevented him from raising his arms 
and putting the towel up. Nevertheless, the fox succeeded in hanging up the towel while 
restrained, and a question now came to the wolf’s mind which he asked aloud, “How did you do 
that?” Lars turned around and paused; he was not sure what the wolf was talking about, “What’s 
that?” Leonard looked up at the towel, “You can hang the towel up all chained up like that?” The 
fox nodded, “Yeah. It’s easy.” Leonard was in disbelief, “Easy? How high can you raise your 
arms with all that on?” Lars raised his arms, and he showed the wolf that he was only able to 
raise his arms just above the base of his neck, “This is how far the chain will let me raise my 
arms. As you can see if you look down at my legs, if I pull my hands up, the chain between my 
leg shackles gets pulled up as well. I can raise my arms just a tiny bit more if I pull my legs 
closer together.” 

Leonard looked at the fox’s hands compared to where the towel was, “It’s still not 
enough to hang the towel.” Lars nodded as he brought his hands back down to the middle of his 
torso, “Well, yeah, I have to hop up.” The wolf wondered how the fox figured out how to toss 
the towel up so easily while restrained, “Have you done this before or something?” The fox 
nodded, “Yep. I’ve done this many times. It gets easier the more you do it.” Leonard felt as if he 
needed some more context, “You’ve been cuffed up many times before?” Lars gave another nod, 
“That’s right.” The wolf paused for a moment as he thought about what the fox was telling him. 
He asked his next question as Lars proceeded back out of the bathroom after turning off the 


bathroom lights on his way out, “When did this happen?” Lars knelt on the floor before the wolf 


and answered the question, “Often enough.” Seeing that his question was misinterpreted, 
Leonard looked down at the fox and asked a different question rather than rewording his original 
question, “Why are you getting cuffed, though?” The fox promptly replied, “It’s just something I 
enjoy. My dad tells me it runs in the family.” 

The fox’s explanation made no sense to the wolf. Leonard could not comprehend why a 
fox, or anybody for that matter, would enjoy being locked up in restraints, ““What?” Lars 
attempted to reword his explanation; he could tell that the wolf was not exactly following along, 
“Think of it like a hobby.” Leonard decided to ask his next question based on what he had 
witnessed moments ago, “What sort of situation would you be in that would make you have to 
toss a towel up like that?” The fox gave his response, “I’ll shower in these sometimes.” 
Surprised, the wolf raised an eyebrow, “Really?” Lars nodded nonchalantly, “Yeah. It’s a pretty 
neat experience.” Leonard sat silent for a minute, but his mind was going down another track. 
The wolf presented the fox with another question, “Who’s making you do this stuff?” Lars shook 
his head, “Nobody, silly. I do all of this out of my own volition.” Leonard felt a bit confused, 
“Volition?” Lars gave the wolf the word’s definition, “It means I chose to do this myself.” The 
wolf shook his head, “I don’t know why you’d want to, though.” The fox shrugged, “It doesn’t 
really matter. It’s just something I do.” Leonard thought back to the conversation the two had 
earlier, and he looked at the pink socks which still littered the floor, ““Why is what you’re doing 
OK, but what I like doing isn’t?” 

Lars tried to give the best answer he could, “Because what you want to do is considered 
abominable to the Lord. I’ve been through the entirety of Scripture, and there’s nothing against 
what I’m doing here.” The wolf did not like the fox’s answer, “But why though? What’s so bad 


about what I like doing?” Lars silently took a deep breath before answering, “You could say that 


about a lot of things. Many people think adultery is alright. Many people think fornication is 
alright. Many people think idolatry is alright. However, all of those are abominable to the Lord. 
They’d all say the exact same thing you’re saying. What normally happens is that we just happen 
to like what God knows is abominable. It’s not that God is trying to limit us from enjoying 
things. God truly knows what’s right and what’s wrong, and He let us know what’s abominable 
because He doesn’t want us to suffer from indulging in more sin. While there are always spiritual 
consequences for our sins, there are often physical consequences as well.” 

Leonard did not accept the fox’s answer, but he remained silent. Lars could tell that the 
wolf did not like his response, so he tried a different approach, “Think of it this way: Imagine if 
the children made the rules instead of the adults. They would eat only cake and candy and suffer 
as aresult. You can’t live off of just cake and candy. When adults make the rules, they tell the 
children that they cannot have candy or cake yet. Sure, this is not what the children like to hear, 
but the adults tell them this because they don’t want their children to suffer from eating cake and 
candy all day. Just as the adults have more wisdom than children, God has more wisdom than we 
do. We may not understand God’s reason for His position on many matters, but it would be 
foolish to think that we know more than our Creator. When we indulge in sin, suffering occurs. 
Fornication and adultery often destroy marriages. Haven’t you seen? Many times in marriages, 
when people no longer feel attracted to one another, they get divorced. A society without God 
doesn’t understand what love is. Love isn’t a warm, fuzzy feeling that you get. Love is a desire 
to care for the wellbeing of a person. It would be unloving for me to approve of sin. Sin always 
leads to destruction, but the grace of Christ leads us to eternal life. I tell you about Christ because 
I want you to trust in Christ and get saved. If I didn’t care about you, then I wouldn’t tell you 


about salvation.” The wolf only took in a deep breath of his own, but when he exhaled, it 


sounded as if he was sighing. Lars still could tell that Leonard did not really like what he was 
hearing, “Look, all I ask is that you will at least consider what I’m saying. Can you do that?” 
Leonard looked to the floor again and only gave a small shrug. 

Lars slowly nodded in response, “Well... I can only say what I know. If you want the 
answers for yourself, the best thing you can do is read the Bible and pray to the Lord to give you 
guidance and wisdom. If you trust Him, He’ll give you the answers you’re looking for.” The 
wolf said nothing. The fox waited a few moments for Leonard to reply in some sort of way, but 
when he remained silent, Lars looked down at the pink socks and went to pick them up. Standing 
up with the socks in hand, Lars asked the wolf a question, “I’d rather not leave the floor a mess. 
Where do you want me to put these?” Leonard stood up and took the socks from the fox’s hands, 
“T’Il put them back in my room.” Lars stepped aside as he watched the wolf exit the dorm room 
with the socks in his hands. The fox did not know if Leonard planned on returning, but he 
decided to wait a few minutes to see if he would return. Lars looked at the digital clock which he 
got the time from earlier, and he could see that it was now 1:35 AM. The fox felt that waiting 
about ten minutes would be good enough to gauge whether the wolf would return. For the time 
being, Lars walked over to the end of the bed, and he could see that his ZAK Tool handcuff key 
was where the wolf had left it. The fox picked up the key and considered releasing himself, but 
he decided that he would remain locked up until ten minutes passed, at that point, Lars would 
remove the restraints and go to bed. Right now, the fox would remain bound in chains, so he 
placed the key on the dresser next to his Bible. With the key put away in a location he would be 
able to easily find it, the fox crawled on his bed and rolled over on his back while pulling his 


fluffy tail to the side to prevent him from lying on it in an uncomfortable manner. The fox stared 


at the ceiling and crossed his shackled ankles, trying to get as comfortable as he could while 
wearing the restraints. 

After just a couple minutes of waiting, Lars heard his door open, and he could see that the 
wolf was coming back in his room. Sitting up in his bed, the fox perked up a small smile and 
greeted the wolf who had entered his room again, “Welcome back, Leonard.” The wolf still saw 
that the fox was wearing the restraints, ““You’re still locked up?” Lars nodded, “Yeah. I wasn’t 
sure if you were coming back or not. If you didn’t come back, I would’ve just let myself out and 
went to bed.” Closing the door behind him, Leonard took a couple steps forward before standing 
in front of the bed, “You’re staying like that because of me?” Lars thought that he had already 
answered the wolf’s question earlier, “Yeah. I put these on because you said you didn’t like 
feeling as if you had no control.” The wolf raised an eyebrow, “So I’m supposed to be in control 
of you or something?” Lars replied, “Sorta. I mean, I did give you the key to let me out earlier. I 
left it on the dresser next to my Bible.” The wolf looked over to the dresser, and he spotted the 
key sitting on top of it. Looking back at the fox, Leonard asked, “So what am I supposed to make 
you do?” Lars said, “I'll do almost anything that’s not sinful or unreasonable.” The wolf gave a 
quick nod before conjuring up something in his mind for the fox to do, “Alright then... How 
about you stand up in front of me?” 

Lars got up from off the bed and stood in front of the wolf as he was asked. The wolf 
looked the restrained fox over as he tried to come up with something else. After a few seconds of 
thought, Leonard gave his next ‘order’, “Turn around.” Lars obeyed; the fox turned around. 
Leonard looked down and focused his attention on the fox’s bushy tail. The wolf outstretched his 
hand to grab the fox’s tail, and he did not bother asking Lars’ permission to grab his tail. The fox 


reacted upon feeling that his tail was being grabbed, “You like my tail or something?” Leonard 


paused and let go of the fox’s tail, “Oh, I was...” Lars perked up another small smile before 
speaking, “It’s alright. I don’t mind.” Leonard stood hesitant for a few seconds, but he went back 
to reach for the fox’s bushy tail: Being a cross fox, Lars’ tail was mostly black with a white tip, 
but between the white fur and the black fur, there was a small ring of red fur; it was the same 
color as the red fur which surrounded all of the fox’s white fur on the rest of his body. 
Nevertheless, the red fur on the fox’s body was greatly overpowered by all of the black and 
white fur the fox had, and from looking at the picture of Lars standing next to his father, Leonard 
saw just how similar the cross fox looked compared to the silver fox he had for a father. Not only 
did they have roughly the same stature and body type, they had the same color pattern, and the 
main difference seemed to be that wherever Lars had white fur, he had a thin outline of red fur. 
Feeling the fox’s tail, Leonard was surprised by how bushy it was. The wolf knew very 
well that foxes had quite fluffy tails, but he never actually got to touch one for himself. In the 
past, Leonard did touch his own tail, but being a gray wolf, his tail was not nearly as fluffy as a 
red fox’s tail. As he continued to feel Lars’ tail, Leonard spoke, “I’ve never had a chance to do 
this before.” Lars was not sure exactly what the wolf was talking about, “Chance to do what?” 
The wolf began to explain, “I’ve never had a chance to touch a fox’s tail before.” The fox 
replied, “Yeah?” Leonard gave a nod despite the fact that Lars was looking straight ahead and 
was unable to see his gesture, “Uh-huh. I haven’t touched anybody’s tail besides my own, really. 
It’s something I’ve really wanted to do, though.” Still looking forward, Lars continued to speak 
with the wolf, “So how do you like it?” Leonard replied, “It feels nice. I like how soft and fluffy 
it is. Do many foxes have soft fur?” Though he lacked some insight, Lars still attempted to 
answer the wolf’s question, “I would imagine so. My parents have soft fur. Their fur is softer 


than my uncle’s, but his fur is still soft enough. I’m not sure about other foxes, though.” Leonard 


came up with another question to ask Lars, “How does it work having a wolf living with a family 
of foxes?” The fox replied, but he added a little friendly joke while he was at it, “It worked out 
well enough for my family. I guess you could say that I was raised by wolves as well.” Leonard 
shook his head at the joke, “Bugger.” 

Lars was a bit concerned if he offended the wolf, so he attempted to explain himself, “It’s 
nothing personal, though. It’s a little joke ve used around my uncle. We would say that he was 
raised by wolves. It’s funny because he’s a wolf himself, and since he lives with my mom and 
dad, I say that I’ve been raised by wolves as well.” Leonard understood that the fox did not mean 
any harm by his joke, but he did not really have anything else to say about it, “Alright.” After 
stroking Lars’ tail a couple more times, the wolf let go of the fox’s tail and gave him another 
‘order’, but this time, his tone was notably different, “On your knees, fox.” Lars got on his knees, 
but he did have a question for the wolf, “Why’d you say it like that?” Leonard did not reply. 
Instead, the wolf went to stand in front of the restrained fox. Lars was concerned that he had 
angered the wolf with his little joke, “Hey, I told you it’s nothing personal.” Looking down at the 
fox, the wolf had a certain look of lust in his eyes. Having seen the same look in the wolf’s eyes 
before, Lars realized that he had to be very careful in making sure that the wolf did not try to do 
something that he should not do. Leonard’s hands went down to his pants, and he started to untie 
the drawstring in his Adidas pants, but Lars noticed what was happening and intervened, ““Woah, 
hey. We’re not doing that. Stop that.” Leonard blinked a couple times and shook his head, 
realizing what he was about to do, “Shit...””» When the wolf removed his hands from his 
waistband, Lars gave a quick sigh of relief and said, “Perhaps it’s too early for me to be locked 
up in front of you like this.” The wolf began to feel shame and guilt, “No, I’m... Dammit... 


Fuck... I’m sorry.” 


Lars gave the wolf the benefit of the doubt again, “I forgive you.” Leonard began to 
explain himself, “It’s just that when I have a fox here like this... Shit... Damn...” The fox spoke 
again, “Perhaps it’s best for me to not do this right now. I don’t want to put a stumbling block in 
front of you.” Getting up from his knees, Lars moved over to the dresser, and he grabbed the 
handcuff key that was sitting next to his Bible. Using the key, the fox quickly released his wrists 
from the restraints. As Lars went down to release his ankles from the shackles, Leonard had 
another question for the fox, “How long have you spent chained up?” Lars was not sure what 
Leonard was asking, “Do you mean just tonight or all of the time I’ve been locked up?” With the 
restraints completely being released from the fox’s body, Lars worked at putting the shackles 
where he got them from, and the wolf responded to the fox’s request for clarity, “The time 
you’ve been locked up as a whole. How long have you been doing this stuff for?” The fox 
opened the drawer, put the shackles back in the drawer along with the handcuff key, and he 
spoke when he closed the drawer, “I first got into this when I was like fifteen. My dad would 
collect these, but I never knew that he liked playing with them as well until I talked to him about 
it. I’ve never seen my parents use these at all. It was kinda just a bag that I would occasionally 
see my dad bring down and add more items into. He didn’t tell me anything about it until I asked 
him. Granted, he didn’t really interact with his bag of restraints when I was directly in his 
presence. I kinda saw him look in the bag through a crack in the door one day and asked him 
about it.” 

Leonard asked a follow-up question, “How did your dad first get into this stuff? Did he 
ever tell you?” Lars answered the question, “He didn’t really go into much detail about it. He just 
told me that he’s been collecting them for a good deal of time. He’s let me use quite a few of the 


restraints he’s collected. He has plenty of them in his collection, so he was pretty willing to 


share. When I asked him about it in the first place, he gave me some of his and let me play with 
them.” Leonard was curious to know more, “When do you exactly cuff yourself? Do you do this 
around your family?” Lars shook his head, “No, I don’t do it in their presence. I only do it about 
like a couple times a week or so. I mainly reserve it for when I’m done with whatever I need to 
do for the week. It’s like me rewarding myself for getting done with the week’s tasks.” Leonard 
retorted, “Not really what I have in mind when I think of a reward.” Lars returned with a smile, 
“Yeah, it’s not really for everybody. It’s for me, though.” The wolf was still curious, “Have you 
ever gotten stuck?” Lars shook his head, “I have not gotten stuck. My dad gave me a few tips for 
how not to get stuck. I haven’t gotten stuck, so I reckon that his tips were helpful enough.” 
Sitting on the bed again, the wolf had another question, “Have your parents ever seen you 
locked up like that?” Lars replied, “A couple times, but that’s pretty rare. They don't mind at all, 
though. My dad tells me that he and my mother both understand. Still, I’d rather do it by myself, 
and they respect it.” The wolf had another followup question, and the fox answered as he sat on 
the bed next to the wolf, “And how long do you spend locked up like that?” Lars thought for a 
few seconds before giving his reply, “Normally not too long. About an hour or two. Sometimes 
three hours, but no more than four hours.” Leonard was not sure how one could be comfortable 
wearing carbon steel around one’s wrists and ankles for up to four hours, “And it doesn’t bother 
you wearing them for that long?” Lars shook his head, “Not really. If you don’t try to fight them, 
you won’t get hurt or anything. If you struggle in them, it’ll hurt maybe a little bit, but I don’t 
struggle on purpose. I don’t want to get hurt. For the most part, it can get a bit uncomfortable at 
times, but it’s normally not that big of an issue. My dad also told me about how not to get hurt 
while playing with this stuff.” Leonard looked to his left to view the fox, “Are these things toys 


to you or something? You talk about just playing with them.” The fox shrugged, “To me? Yeah, 


I basically consider them toys. I have them just to play with.” Leonard looked away from the fox 
again, “I guess we have different definitions of toys.” Lars nodded a couple of times, “You could 
say that. My uncle comes from your nation as well, and that sort of stuff isn’t even legal for 
citizens to own. They’re considered prohibited weapons.” 

Leonard thought back to all of the firearms he saw throughout the day, “Fuckin” hell, all 
of the stuff in this bloody school’s ‘prolly either prohibited or restricted. Either way, I don’t 
really have much of an interest in these guns. I guess it’s more of a thing you Americans like 
doing.” Lars looked ahead as he replied, “Some would say that. I grew up quite fond of guns. My 
dad taught me how to shoot and everything. He started out by giving me these airsoft guns when 
I was really young. They’ re basically guns that look pretty similar to the real thing, but they fire 
plastic pellets. They helped me understand how to hold the guns and use them to a certain 
degree. Many of those airsoft guns handle like their real steel counterparts. When I got proficient 
enough with the airsoft guns, my dad let me use some of his real guns. He got me my first gun 
when I was twelve. It was a Glock 17.” The wolf did not remember what a Glock 17 was despite 
the fact that he had seen plenty of them throughout the day, but he had something else he wanted 
to comment on, “I’ve never even heard of the word airsoft until you mentioned it.” Lars felt as if 
he knew the reason why, “Well.. You did kinda say that you weren’t too interested in guns. 
Besides, airsoft is illegal in Australia. Well... It’s illegal without a firearms license, but if you’re 
going to get a firearms license, you don’t really have a reason to buy a fake gun. You might as 
well just go and get the real thing at that point.” 

Leonard only sighed, “Sounds like you have quite a few things you like doing.” Lars 
decided that he had talked about himself for a good while, so he decided to ask the wolf a 


question, “What about you? What do you like doing?” The wolf looked at the fox for a few 


seconds, but he did not reply until he looked away from the fox, “Nothing, really.” Lars did not 
accept the wolf’s answer, “Nothing? There’s gotta be something you enjoy doing. What do you 
spend your time doing?” Leonard shook his head, “I don’t do anything.” The fox still did not 
accept Leonard’s answer, “Are you sure? Do you just sit in your bed and study the ceiling the 
entire day?” The wolf understood that the fox was taking his answer literally, “Well... No. I 
mainly go on the Internet day in and day out.” Lars gave a quick nod, “Oh yeah? What do you do 
there?” Leonard replied, “I post on message boards and forums. I use 4chan a lot, but that’s... 
Well...” Seeing that the wolf did not continue, Lars waited a few seconds to see if Leonard 
would say anything else. When the wolf sat in silence, the fox tried to help Leonard along, 
“What sort of forums do you frequent?” The wolf looked down at the clear floor and was silent 
for a few more seconds before finally speaking again, “I guess you could say the Internet 
introduced me to all of the femboy stuff. You know?” 

Lars understood what the wolf was talking about, “Uh-huh. Yeah, that’s how it normally 
goes, I guess. Did you do anything besides that?” Leonard sat still but eventually shook his head, 
“Not really.” The fox took a breath in before replying, “You use the Internet for porn a lot or 
something?” Leonard nodded, and Lars could tell that the wolf looked rather guilty, “Is 
something wrong?” The wolf turned away from the fox, “It’s just... You know what? Uhh... ’m 
just...” Lars was not exactly sure how to proceed next, so he decided to just share more of his 
own experience, “I used the Internet a lot as well, but not really for the reasons you do. My dad 
taught me about how to find information that’s not really available on the more public sectors of 
the Internet. That’s — actually how we found out about this place.” Leonard looked to the left, 
“What?” Lars nodded, “Yeah. I’m not actually a student here.” The wolf was confused, ““What? 


So what are you?” The fox replied, “I guess you could say I’m on a bit of a mission. What we 


found out on the unindexed Internet was that the Omega Foundation likely owns this campus. 
It’s not really a school. I never signed up or anything. I literally drove here and just walked up 
during orientation. Turns out I got here just in time. I guess that Mr. Cox guy didn’t know that I 
wasn’t actually signed up to go here.” 

Leonard was curious to know what the fox was supposed to be doing, “So what’s your 
mission?” Lars replied, “Well, we’re trying to find out if the Omega Foundation is back in 
business. My dad told me that we can only delay the Foundation; we can never truly get rid of it. 
He delayed it for himself back in ‘28 when he took them down, but now, we think that they’re 
back again. I saw that one weapon Jothie had. It was a weapon my dad told me about before. It’s 
made by the Foundation. All of those robots we dealt with today, the Zoff as I like to call them, 
I’m almost certain they’re made by the Foundation.” The situation did not make sense to the 
wolf, “What? Why would they make this place and send us here?” Lars provided his explanation 
based on his research combined with what he had personally seen throughout the day, “The 
whole campus is set up almost like it’s a testing site. There’s plenty of hallways, rooms, and the 
overall structure of the building reminds me a lot of these test levels that you’d see in video 
games. If you want my honest opinion, I believe that this place is a testing ground for the Zoff. I 
think the Foundation is using this place to develop the Zoff's AI. However, from what I’ve seen, 
it doesn’t look like they’ve gotten too far. The machines don’t know how to navigate over basic 
structures, and doorways give them trouble. I’m also pretty sure that it was Jothie who was 
manually controlling some of the Zoff units. After all, he was away all day, and when he did 
come up to us, you were right in saying that he messed up by saying that he was ‘coming back’ 


ane 


to the armory. Well, he was ‘coming back’, but that time, he wasn’t using a Zoff unit. 


Leonard was beginning to think Lars had some special insight into the people who truly 
ran Furryton Academy, “So, why are they using robots? What is this Foundation trying to 
accomplish?” Lars filled Leonard in on the past, “The Foundation’s ultimate goal is to overthrow 
all world governments and establish the New World Order. In order to do that, they need to take 
over. The powers that be have already begun weakening people. This was done by convincing 
people that sin is alright to indulge in, and it’s indeed working. People have been sinning more 
than ever in recent times, and look how that’s going. Everybody’s miserable. Instead of 
repenting of their sin and getting forgiven by Jesus, they’re only going back to their sin hoping it 
will make them feel better eventually. It’s like everybody’s a drug addict nowadays. Well, there 
are indeed a bunch of drug addicts out there... What I’m saying is that sin is like a drug. People 
have to keep doing it to feel satisfied, and they’ll have to eventually do something more and 
more over time since the sin no longer satisfies them like it used to. It’s not good at all. Sin leads 
to disaster.” 

Leonard felt as if the fox wandered off on a bit of a tangent, “So what about the robots?” 
Lars got back on track, “Oh yeah. Back in ‘28, the Foundation trafficked anthros. They did so 
because they were trying to make themselves an army that was perfectly loyal to them. They 
kept the anthros they took in these ‘facilities’ as they call them, and they would act out a whole 
bunch of abuse against them. They had the goal of breaking down the anthros to the point that 
they would be willing to serve the Foundation without any second thoughts. They were getting 
close as well. My dad told me that he went to this one remote island in Canada, and over there, 
they had a giant facility with a whole bunch of these anthros there. You know, my mom actually 
used to be in the Foundation. I’1] admit, sometimes, she may act a little strange, but she’s been 


doing pretty well lately; the Foundation must’ve done quite a bit of work on her. Sometimes, 


she’s just a bit too obedient to my dad. However, my dad doesn’t take advantage of it, and that’s 
a good thing. I’ve just never ever seen them in disagreement with one another. Whatever my dad 
says goes, really. She’s a really great mom, though. It’d suck if she were with someone who took 
advantage of her. I guess it’s good that she ended up with us. My dad is a very kind and gracious 
fox.” Leonard felt as if everything the fox was saying was unbelievable, “That can’t be the case.” 
Lars shrugged, “Well... It’s really up to you whether you believe it or not. Anyways, my dad 
went to the facility they had in Canada, but when he got there, CDI was already there attacking 
the Foundation. My dad told me that the Foundation had this giant vehicle that was just wreaking 
havoc on CDI’s forces. The Foundation fought CDI because they knew that CDI would be a 
pretty great threat to them. However, the Foundation ended up losing, and their project of 
training anthros to serve them completely went down the drain. It seems that the Foundation has 
decided to use robots now instead of starting over with anthros. Perhaps it was too costly to 
break down all of the anthros and condition them. Either that, or the Foundation saw that robotics 
had advanced enough for them to use. I’m not too sure, though. My dad saw what it was like in a 
few of their facilities, and he said that it was basically torture. It just makes me wonder about all 
the horrible things they must’ve done to my mom while she was there.” 

The wolf was in denial, “I think you’re fucking insane.” Lars restated his earlier point, 
“Well, it is still up to you whether you want to believe me or not. I’Il say this though: Those Zoff 
units came in by air. Helicopters dropped them off. Don’t you remember that from this morning? 
They had to have come from somewhere. I'll tell you what: If they show up tomorrow, how 
about we get into their helicopter while they’re unloading the Zoff? We can follow the other 
helicopters back to their base. If the pilot sees us, I can probably do something about it.” Leonard 


asked, “You know how to fly a helicopter?” Lars nodded, “Yeah, my dad taught me how.” The 


wolf was believing less and less of what the fox was saying, and he was beginning to believe the 
stereotype that all foxes are dishonest, “Fuckin’ hell. You think I believe all of this shit? This is 
fucking outrageous.” The fox repeated his proposition, “If you follow me when the helicopters 
get here, you’ll be able to see for yourself. You’re going to have to be quick, though. Are you up 
for it?” Leonard stood still, and was starting to feel as if the fox’s offer may not be so bad after 
all. In the wolf’s mind, practically anywhere was a better place than Furryton Academy. He 
definitely did not want to deal with the Zoff for a second day. The wolf said, ““You know what? 
Fucking fine. I'll come. Wake me up when you hear the choppers coming in or something. I 
guess we’ll both find out what the truth is. Though if you’re wrong, then you’re just a fucking 
lying fox just like all of the others out there.” Confident that his intel was solid, Lars decided that 
he was willing to take the wolf up on his little venture, “Sure thing.” 

Leonard finally got up from the fox’s bed and looked at the clock, ““Damn. It’s already 
2:30? Shit. We’d better get to bed if we’re going to catch the helicopters in time.” Lars nodded in 
agreement, “Yeah, that’ll be right. I guess I’ll wake you up tomorrow morning when I hear the 
helicopters incoming? You’re gonna have to be quick, though. Those choppers ain’t gonna be 
turning around for us if they’re already on their way out. I’m going with or without you, so if 
you can’t keep up, you’re going to be on your own down here. I wish I could stay and help you 
out, but I need to do something about the Foundation. If we don’t do anything, they’re just going 
to make more Zoff, perfect their AI, and they’re literally going to take over the world.” Leonard 
still did not believe the fox’s words, but he was still going to keep his word, “Alright. I guess 
we'll see who’s right then. Goodnight.” Lars nodded and gave a smile as the wolf exited the 
fox’s room to go back to his own dorm room, “Goodnight Leonard.” The wolf closed the fox’s 


door, and Lars crawled under the covers and closed his eyes. He was sure that he knew what was 


going on. Perhaps the wolf just had to see it for himself if he was going to believe it. While the 
fox did want to show the wolf the truth, what ultimately mattered to him was completing his 


objective and stopping the Foundation’s plans. 





Chapter 18 


Uninvited Guests 


Lars suddenly awoke to the sound of aircraft engines outside. Quickly identifying the 
noise as the distinct sound of helicopter engines, the fox jumped out of his bed and ran to the 
door, neglecting to grab anything from his room. Pushing the door open, the fox ran to Leonard’s 
dorm room and went to wake the wolf, “Leonard, they’re coming! Hurry!” Unprepared for his 
sudden awakening, the wolf slowly opened his eyes, but Lars was already dragging the wolf 
from the bed, “You’re gonna miss them! Hurry!” Confused, the wolf shouted, “Woah, what the 
fuck?!” Thinking that the helicopters would be gone soon, Lars continued to pull the wolf out of 
the dorm room, “Come, hurry! This is our chance! Let’s go!” The fox began sprinting down the 
dorm hall, and when Leonard came to realize what was going on, he began to pick up the pace as 
well, “Woah, shit!” Lars ran through the door, and when the wolf followed the fox, he realized 
that he was only wearing a pair of underwear. Stopping in his tracks, the wolf saw that the fox 
was still on the move, so Leonard shouted to get Lars’ attention, “Hey! Fucking wait a minute! I 
need to get my clothes!” Lars continued sprinting as he shouted his reply back to the wolf, “You 
either follow me and make it, or you turn back and miss them!” Leonard quickly turned around 
to view the dorm complex he ran from, but he realized that Lars was probably right. The wolf 


decided to ignore grabbing his clothes and went on to follow the sprinting fox. 


Looking in the sky as he moved closer and closer towards Furryton Academy, Lars could 
see the flight of ten MH-47G Chinooks closing in on the center of the campus. Realizing that the 
Zoff would be deployed within the next minute, the fox ran like the wind towards the school. 
Leonard was not as quick as the fox, but he was still able to keep up with Lars well enough. The 
wolf was hoping that he would not miss the flight, and he was also hoping that he would not get 
gunned down by the Zoff while trying to board the helicopter. Leonard felt naked only wearing a 
pair of underwear; he had no protective equipment at all, and he lacked his regular clothing. He 
had no weapons to defend himself with, but he realized that Lars was in practically the same 
situation he was in. The fox only ran with the same royal blue silkies he wore from the night, and 
though he had his footwear which he kept from the previous day, it appeared entirely decorative 
and served absolutely no utility purpose. The fox opened the door to the campus, and he could 
see that the Chinooks were now landing on the ground to deploy the Zoff. Without looking back, 
Lars only shouted to the wolf, “Hurry!” Leonard ran into the campus as well, and he could see 
that the fox was already on his way to the center courtyard of the school. As they sprinted down 
the hallway, the two anthros encountered several decommissioned Zoff units from the previous 
day, and they also had to be careful when running over debris from the walls and ceiling which 
littered the ground. Nevertheless, Lars and Leonard did not have too much trouble navigating the 
school on their way to the courtyard. After only half a minute of running in the school, both of 
the anthros found the door to the outside, and they wasted no time exiting the building. 

Egressing out of the building and entering the courtyard, Lars and Leonard could see that 
the majority of the Zoff units were now on the field, but while Leonard realized that he might 
have just ran straight into his death, the wolf noticed that all of the Zoff units began to freeze in 


place upon exiting the helicopters. As the small army of idle machines was rapidly growing, 


Leonard watched as Lars was making a beeline towards the nearest helicopter that was on the 
ground. Running past all of the idle Zoff units that were populating the yard, Lars hopped in the 
MH-47G by jumping on the loading ramp on the back of the helicopter and running into the 
cabin. Leonard reached the loading ramp a few seconds later, and when he entered the helicopter 
as well, he could see that Lars was looking for the aircraft’s pilot. However, both anthros quickly 
found out that there was not a pilot in sight. Lars shook his head as he looked at both of the 
empty seats in the cockpit, “What the?” Looking out the cockpit window, the fox looked at the 
other Chinooks, and he could see that none of the other helicopters seemed to have physical 
pilots inside of them either. The confused wolf asked a question while trying to catch his breath, 
“What? Where is... Where is the pilot?” Lars turned around, and he could see that the loading 
ramp was now beginning to close, “Oh shoot!” The fox ran to the other side of the cabin, but it 
was already too late for him to disembark from the helicopter; the doors were already closing. 
Leonard realized that the situation was not turning out the way he would have liked for it to go; 
After all, he was wearing only his underwear and sitting in a running helicopter with no physical 
pilot, “Damn!” 

Lars looked back out the window, and he could see that all of the Zoff units seemed to be 
standing in idle. The fox commented on the machines, “The Zoff’s not attacking. What’s going 
on?” Leonard shook his head, becoming slightly frustrated while being equally as clueless as 
Lars was, “You think I know these answers?” Ignoring the wolf, the fox hopped in the pilot seat, 
and he looked for the aircraft’s throttle control. Leonard approached the fox from behind and 
grabbed onto the pilot seat to stabilize himself, “I thought you knew how to fly this thing?” The 
fox replied as he looked over the aircraft’s controls, “I know how to fly in general, but I’m not 


too sure how to use this aircraft.” Just as the fox pushed the throttle upwards, he could hear the 


aircraft’s engines rev up as they outputted more power. With the blades spinning faster and 
faster, the fox gripped the control stick and put his furry feet on the rudder pedals. Before Lars 
could do anything else, the Chinook took off from the ground along with the other helicopters in 
the courtyard. 

As the helicopter started to rise, Leonard gripped the seat harder while stabilizing 
himself, but he still fell backwards from the sudden movement. By the time the wolf got back up, 
he was feeling angry with the fox, “Can’t you make the ride a bit smoother, dammit?” Lars 
pulled the stick aft while trying to make the helicopter maneuver, but he found out that the 
aircraft did not seem to be responding to his flight stick inputs. Pushing the throttle control back 
downwards, Lars tried to decrease engine output to lower the helicopter’s altitude, but he found 
out that the helicopter did not seem to be responding to the throttle controls either. Lars shook his 
head as he pushed the rudder pedals and moved the flight stick around some more, “What in the 
world? The controls aren’t responding!” The wolf hopped in the seat to the right of the fox, and 
he immediately began pressing random buttons and yanking the flight stick all over the place. 
Seeing that the wolf was flipping switches and pressing buttons at random, the fox reached out 
his hand to try and stop the wolf, “Hey, wait! You don’t know what that stuff does!” Leonard 
was agitated, “And you fucking think you know how to fly this thing?” Looking out the cockpit 
window, Lars could see that the Chinook he was flying in formation with the other nine 
helicopters which came to Furryton Academy. Letting go of the flight controls, Lars found that 
the aircraft did not respond at all to any control inputs or lack thereof. Turning to his right, the 
fox spoke to the wolf again, “Hey, wait. Look at this. Let go of that stick.” 

Leonard did not listen to the fox at first, but after tiring himself out from moving the 


control stick all around, the wolf looked out the window to see that the helicopter was smoothly 


flying in formation. Confused, the wolf let go of the stick and spoke in disbelief, “What the fuck? 
What’s happening?” Feeling he had an idea of what was going on, Lars replied while looking at 
the other unmanned helicopters flying with the Chinook formation they were in, “These 
helicopters are UAVs.” Having just woken up mere minutes ago, Leonard’s brain was not 
operating at its maximum extent, “UA-— What now?” The fox spoke as he stood up from the pilot 
seat, “These helicopters are unmanned. They’re either being piloted remotely, or they’re 
completely autonomous. Either way, there’s nothing we can do right now. Luckily, we’ll get to 
see where they land. There, we’ll be able to see who sent the Zoff to Furryton Academy. Leonard 
looked down at his rather bare body; the wolf was beginning to wish that he was left behind. He 
was starting to feel that maybe Furryton Academy was not so bad after all. Though he would 
have the Zoff to deal with, he would not be stuck in his underwear, locked in a helicopter, and 
traveling to some unknown destination. 

Looking at the control panel, Zeta could see that none of the Zoff units that were just 
deployed to Facility Nineteen were showing an online status. The human shook his head, “What? 
We just deployed them.” Just then, Zeta looked at the screen which displayed the status of the 
helicopter flight responsible for transporting the XAI-2s from Facility Thirteen to Facility 
Nineteen, and he could see that one of them reported an incorrect weight load for having 
deployed all XAI-2s at Facility Nineteen. Believing that a Zoff unit had somehow stayed on the 
helicopter during deployment, Zeta looked back over to the first computer screen he was looking 
at, but none of the machines were connected to the Foundation’s network. While the human was 
aware that there was a problem with the XAI-2 units deployed to Facility Nineteen, he also knew 
that there was something at least going awry with one of the ten Chinooks en route back to 


Facility Thirteen. Feeling as if the issue with the helicopter would be easier to troubleshoot, Zeta 


went to check the camera that was installed in the aircraft’s cabin. When the human toggled the 
camera of the helicopter reporting an irregular load, he quickly discovered the issue, “Shit...” 
The human immediately went to operate the radio, and when he set the radio to broadcast 
to all of the facility, he spoke, “Attention all ISG personnel! This is Security Chief Zeta: We 
have intruders that have boarded our transport helicopter. We need all available ISG units to 


? 


Helipad 9 immediately! Out!” Zeta stood up and exited the security room he was in. Though he 
had some suspicions as to how all of the XAI-2s were inoperable, he decided that it would be 
better for him to deal with the incoming intruders first. After all, the human felt as if he might 
have just found the fox he had been hearing about, and he was not planning on letting the 
Foundation’s plans get foiled again. As the facility’s sitewide alarm started to sound, the Security 
Chief checked the SIG Sauer P320 he had holstered, and he could already see that several ISG 
members were making their way to the helipad, readying their gear and guns. Radios hanging on 
plate carriers began to sound with chatter as the entire facility sprung into action and entered a 
state of high alert. It would be the first time that Facility Thirteen would experience an incident 
involving outsiders, and considering how the personnel operating the facility acted in response to 
the infiltration that did not even occur yet, they were determined to shut down the intruders 
before they would even arrive at the facility in the first place. They were not looking to toy 
around with the two anthros, even if they were unarmed and practically naked. 

As the helicopter flight continued to continue autonomously, Lars could see a large gray 
complex coming into view. The complex seemed rather secluded; there were no other buildings 
within the general vicinity of the complex. The fox looked around before trying to look past the 
building, but before he could see what was beyond the complex, the helicopters began to 


descend. Understanding that the complex was the destination for the flight, the fox spoke to the 


wolf, “Welp. I guess this is where we’re going.” Leonard did not see the complex the fox saw, 
“What?” Lars pointed out the window towards the complex, “There. It’s the only building in 
sight, and we’ve already begun our descent. That’s where we’re going.” The wolf laid his eyes 
on the complex, and he was intimidated by how large it looked, “Oh shit. What’s that place?” 
Lars looked at the building as he replied to the wolf, “That’s what my dad would call a 
Foundation Facility.” Leonard remembered what the fox had told him during the night, and he 
was beginning to believe that his words were true, “It’s real?” Knowing the danger of going into 
a Foundation Facility, Lars nodded before turning to the wolf and spoke with a tone of concern 
in his voice, “If you still don’t believe me... I guess we’re both about to experience it for 
ourselves. I hope they don’t know we’re coming.” 

Running out towards Helipad 9, the Internal Security Group units got into position with 
their weapons at the ready. They could see the flight approaching quickly, and they knew that the 
helicopter they were waiting for would soon land right at the helipad they were waiting in front 
of. Some of the humans raised their weapons at the incoming flight: Many of them carried XMP- 
1s, but some of them had FN Herstal FN-15 TAC3 Duty rifles and SIG Sauer MCX Virtus Patrol 
rifles. Mixed in with the XMP-1s, some ISG units carried XMP-2s, a rather new variant of the 
XMP-1 chambered in 7.62x51mm for the KE module and 25x40mm for the HE module. A few 
ISG units even ran outside carrying FN Minimis chambered in 7.62x51mm, and a couple of them 
even carried Raytheon FIM-92 Stinger launchers. Mu and Zeta walked out to the landing zone, 
only carrying their sidearms, and they saw the ISG units aim their weapons at the incoming 
flight. One of the humans holding the Stinger launcher spoke to Mu, “Permission to fire on the 
helicopter?” Mu replied, “Permission not granted. Hold your fire. We’re going to see exactly 


what we’re dealing with here.” Hearing the orders of their superiors, the ISG units lowered their 


weapons, but they did not walk away from the site; they still needed to deal with the incoming 
threats. 

Zeta watched as the men with Stinger launchers placed their launchers on the ground 
before pulling out their FN Herstal P90 submachine guns and performing chamber checks to 
make sure that their weapons were ready to fire. The Security Chief spoke to the Site Director, 
“What’s the plan, sir?” Mu replied while looking at the helicopters, “We’ll take them captive. I 
know this facility isn’t designed to accommodate for that, but we’ll have to find a place to put 
them, and we need to make sure they’re kept separate. We don’t want them working together and 
escaping. We’ll interrogate the fox; find out what he knows. We’ll probably just terminate the 
wolf, but we’re not going to do that right now. He may know something the fox might’ve told 
him. If the fox doesn’t talk, we might be able to get some information from the wolf. If the fox 
talks, I’m not sure what we’ll do with him. We’ll figure that out.” Zeta acknowledged the plan 
which Mu had just instated, “Yessir.” As time passed, a few more ISG units came out of the 
complex to join their cohorts at the helipad. These operatives were also geared up much to the 
likes of their colleagues with navy blue combat uniforms and black tactical gear, and they all 
carried either XMP-1s or XMP-2s with only three of the emerging units wielding SIG Sauer 
MCX Virtus Patrol rifles. 

Looking out the cockpit window again, Lars now had a quite clear view of the ISG units 
who were now waiting for the two anthros to land, “Oh shoot.” Leonard heard dismay in the 
fox’s voice, “What’s the matter?” Lars nodded towards the crowd of heavily-armed humans 
brandishing their firearms, “They know we’re here.” The wolf spoke before he looked out the 
window, “What? How do you know —” Leonard paused in the middle of his sentence, and his 


jaw even remained open; he was quite shocked to see the welcoming party waiting for the two of 


them. Feeling hopeless, Leonard turned to the fox, and he was hoping that Lars had some sort of 
bulletproof plan that would allow them to elude the platoon of operatives, ““What are we gonna 
do?” Lars took a deep breath before replying and acknowledging the gravity of the situation, 
“Gosh... There’s nothing we can do. Even if we had full kit and squad automatics, we wouldn’t 
be able to take down all of them and get out alive. We’re just going to have to let them take us.” 
The wolf shook his head; he did not like the fox’s answer, “No, no, that can’t be right. Surely 
there’s something we can do!” Lars looked up at the wolf, and Leonard could see the fear in the 
fox’s eyes. Leonard realized that Lars had been bested, “Shit... Fuck! Dammit!” 

Approaching the landing pad, the Chinook began to hover in midair before automatically 
yawing to the left to land with the loading ramp facing the facility’s cargo loading door. As the 
helicopter yawed, Lars caught a very good look at the group of fifty human operatives that were 
waiting for them, and he started identifying the firearms and armor systems which the humans 
were equipped with, “Phew. I see plenty of AR-15s, XMP-1s, squad automatics, some P90s, and 
even a couple Stingers lying on the ground. I see some 3M F70s, Team Wendy EXFILs, Crye 
AirFrames, LBT 6094 G3s, FirstSpear Siege-Rs, IcePlate EXOs...” Leonard was not familiar 
with any of the items which the fox spoke of, “What the fuck does that mean?” The helicopter 
yawed to a point where Lars was no longer able to see the operatives, so he looked at the wolf 
and replied, “It means the Foundation’s definitely prepared for us.” The wolf was frightened, and 
he had one glaring issue on his mind, “What are they going to do to us?” Lars looked the wolf in 
the eye when he replied, “I have no idea, but if I’m going off of what my dad has told me, 
they’re not going to do anything good to us.” The wolf already had the feeling that something 
bad was in store for them, but the answer the fox gave him only left him more frightened; he still 


had no idea what the ISG would do. However, he was about to find out. 


The Chinook touched down on the helipad along with the nine other helicopters which all 
were part of the same flight. When the helicopters simultaneously landed, they all began their 
power down sequences, but none of them opened their doors yet. The ISG knew that the 
helicopters were programmed to open their doors once their rotors slowed down enough after 
having the engines powered down, so they had to wait just a bit longer to confront the intruders. 
Back in the helicopter, Leonard and Lars were only becoming more anxious. In a way, they were 
glad that the doors had not opened yet, but at the same time, they knew that the doors being 
closed only prolonged the inevitable. There was absolutely nothing they could do, and there was 
nowhere they could go. Even if they could open the side doors and run out, they knew they 
would not get far: There were fifty men looking directly at the helicopter waiting for the doors to 
open, and they would surely see a fox and a wolf run out of the cabin. Leonard looked down at 
his body, and he once again was reminded of the fact that he was only wearing a pair of 
underwear. The wolf wished that he had more clothes on, but at the same time, he was not even 
sure if it would make much of a difference; he would be at the mercy of the men with guns 
outside of the helicopter. 

Finally, all ten of the Chinooks simultaneously opened their loading ramps, and as soon 
as the ISG heard that the doors were opening, they all raised their weapons and pointed them at 
the cabin. When the two anthros saw the group of humans aiming at them, they stood still, and 
Lars was the first to raise his hands in surrender. Leonard looked over to the fox to see what he 
was doing, but when he saw that Lars was surrendering, he began to lose hope. Leonard’s hands 
were not up, but they were not exactly down either; Rather, the wolf held his hands at about the 
center of his torso. Zeta called out to the two anthros with an electric megaphone, “Exit the 


helicopter slowly. One at a time, and keep your hands up. You first, fox!” Realizing that he was 


being called out, Lars took a few steps forwards while keeping his hands held up. When the fox 
reached the point where the loading ramp met with the helipad, he heard the same voice over the 
electric megaphone give him new instructions, “Stop right there! Turn around and walk 
backwards slowly!” Before Lars turned around, he got another decent view of the men who were 
confronting him: All of the armored units wore navy blue Crye Precision G4 Combat Uniforms, 
black Salomon or Merrell tactical boots, and Oakley or 5.11 Tactical gloves. They all wore black 
Nomex balaclavas, but some of them were wearing their Revision or Oakley goggles on their 
helmets rather than over their eyes. Lars could tell that all of them were human due to the fact 
that he could see bits of human skin that was not covered by the sleeves of the combat shirts they 
wore, and he could also clearly see the human faces of Mu and Zeta; they were not wearing 
balaclavas or any headgear. 

Obeying the humans and turning around, the fox looked up at Leonard with a worried 
expression. Lars could not see any of the humans, but he could hear a small group approach him 
from behind. Before he knew it, the fox’s arms were grabbed by the humans, and they made sure 
to hold his arms very tightly even though Lars did not tense up or attempt any other means of 
resistance. With the fox now in their clutches, the humans pulled Lars aside to get him out of the 
way of the loading ramp. Though about five humans were there to seize the small fox, there were 
still plenty of other operatives still aiming their rifles at Leonard. The wolf looked at the human 
with the electric megaphone, and he realized that he was next, “To the wolf: Step off of the 
helicopter. Do it slowly!” Leonard hesitated for a moment, but he realized that there was indeed 
no other way out of the helicopter since the loading ramp was the only exit that was open. 
Attempting to control his breathing the best he could to avoid having a mental breakdown and 


surely getting himself shot, Leonard began to slowly walk towards the crowd of operatives, 


though he still appeared very hesitant and very frightened. When Leonard arrived at the same 
point where Lars did before he stopped, he heard Zeta speak with the megaphone again, “Stop 
right there! Turn around very slowly!” Leonard reluctantly obeyed the human, and he began to 
turn around. However, while he was turning, he spotted Lars: The fox lacked the blue silkies he 
had on, the only piece of clothing he wore, and Leonard could see the silkies in the hands of one 
of the humans who was inspecting the shorts for any hidden weapons or other objects. When 
Leonard looked at the fox’s exposed reproductive organs, he could feel his own reproductive 
organs begin to get excited. The wolf had stopped turning around when he spotted the naked fox, 
and he could not get his eyes off Lars. 

Seeing that Leonard was distracted, Zeta sent his men forwards to seize Leonard, ““He’s 
not paying attention. Go get him.” About five armed humans stood up from their crouching 
positions, and they all moved forwards to lay their hands on the wolf. Leonard was still fixated 
on Lars, and he could see the defeated expression in the fox’s eyes. The wolf knew that seeing 
the fox being overpowered was exciting him, but he still wished that it was not making him 
excited at the moment; this was certainly neither the time nor the place to get sexually excited. 
Leonard’s concentration on the fox was broken by the feeling of hands grabbing his bare arms. 
The wolf tensed up and tried to resist the humans, but once they realized that he was in the 
process of resisting them, more of them took hold of him and pushed him towards the ground. 
Lars watched as the wolf was sent to the ground by the humans, and they pinned Leonard’s arms 
behind his back as they forced him into submission. Lars had not resisted, so the ISG was a bit 
more lenient with dealing with him, but that was only on the grounds of roughing him up. The 
naked fox felt his arms being pulled behind his back, and he quickly felt the familiar sensation of 


a length of chain being pulled around his bare torso. The fox looked down, and he recognized the 


Smith & Wesson M-1840 Belly Chain that was being pulled around his waist. It was not long 
before the chain had been wrapped around his waist and locked in place with the handcuffs 
threaded through the Martin link. Given how skinny the fox was, there was a lot of excess chain 
remaining, but one of the operatives had already affixed the excess length of chain to the front of 
his torso by using a padlock. Lars had seen the uniquely-shaped Martin link of the Smith & 
Wesson Belly Chain which set it apart from the other manufacturers of equivalent products, but 
when he ended up seeing a padlock instead of the Martin link in front of his body, the fox 
realized that his captors planned on locking his wrists to his waist behind his back. 

As the fox felt carbon steel closing around his thin wrists, he looked at the wolf who was 
being stood up again by the humans, and judging by the wolf’s facial expression, he could tell 
that Leonard was exhausted and in pain. Lars briefly turned his head to the left to see the two 
unmasked humans talking to some of the armed operatives, but they were too far away for him to 
hear anything that was being said. Lars looked back over to the wolf, and he watched as one of 
the ISG members pulled Leonard’s underwear down, exposing his erect penis. Lars looked up at 
the wolf’s face, and he saw that same look of lust in Leonard’s eyes. The fox was surprised that 
even in the face of certain danger, the wolf was still able to be sexually excited. Lars then felt 
carbon steel being applied around his ankles, and when he looked down, he saw a familiar pair of 
Smith & Wesson M-1900-1 Leg Irons being applied to his thin ankles. The fox was surprised to 
see that even though the ISG stripped him of the silkies he wore, he was still allowed to keep his 
decorative footwear. If anything, Lars was expecting the humans to remove his decorative 
footwear or at least check to see if they concealed anything. While his toe rings would be 
completely useless to him for escaping, the fox did keep a spare handcuff key within one of the 


anklets he wore. With the fox knowing that he still had his concealed handcuff key on him, he 


understood that he just might have an opportunity for escape, but he knew that he should still 
continue to show his face of despair and obediently submit to his captors. He did not want to 
appear as if he was hiding something. For all he knew, his concealed key was his only way of 
having a chance at escape. For the time being, Lars just had to make sure that he did not anger 
his captors like Leonard did; Otherwise, he would have to try and escape while injured, and he 
did not want to make the situation worse for himself. 

With his own bare body restrained in carbon steel yet again, Lars was forced to kneel on 
the ground, and when he looked up, he saw that Leonard was being restrained in the same 
fashion he was. The wolf’s gaze was still fixed on the fox, and his erection was still present as 
well, but the ISG seemed to ignore it; they were focused on locking the wolf up in chains. 
Leonard might have been resisting earlier, but at this point, he was not even able to resist even if 
he tried to; there were too many people grabbing him and holding him down. Lars looked around 
at the humans who were standing around him, but once they saw that he was looking at them, 
they grabbed his head and forcefully turned it to look forwards. The fox did not resist the will of 
his captors, and when they turned his head away from them, Lars did not move his head back. 
Lars began to feel his restraints, and he quickly was able to come to the conclusion that he was 
wearing a belly chain, standard chain-linked handcuffs, and leg irons. Lars had been in this exact 
combination multiple times in the past whilst playing with his own restraints, and the familiarity 
was helping him to feel more and more at ease while being captured. All he needed was for the 
ISG to leave him alone for a good moment, and he would be able to grab his concealed key and 
easily escape. The fox was wondering why the ISG did not bother to apply more restraints to 
him. He knew that if they applied handcuffs above his elbows, he would not be able to remove 


them by himself. The fox also was thinking that the humans were also making things a little too 


easy for them by not locking his thumbs or toes in a pair of thumbcuffs or putting his hands in 
hinged handcuffs with the keyholes facing away from his hands. Either way, Lars knew that he 
should not give his captors any ideas, so he just looked at the ground and continued to silently 
kneel in submission. 

By the time that Leonard had been chained up in the exact same way the fox was, the 
wolf was shoved to his knees, and the two anthros now looked at one another while chained up. 
A few moments passed, and several ISG members began to emerge from the Chinook the two 
anthros had arrived in; they had been searching the aircraft, but they were unable to find 
anything of note. Many of the other ISG members had gone back into the complex, but the two 
unmasked humans remained outside looking at the anthros whilst being far enough away from 
the anthros for them to be unable to hear their conversation. Mu spoke to Zeta, “That has to be 
the fox.” Zeta replied, “I think so as well, but I wasn’t expecting him to be this skinny. You’d 
think someone who would break into Facility Nineteen wouldn’t be as thin as he is.” Mu gave a 
quick shrug, “I dunno. He may not be strong, but he certainly was proficient enough to take 
down our XAI-2s.” Zeta had something else to add, “Oh yeah, the second wave we deployed 
immediately went idle upon landing. I think the fox took out the relay network control room as 
well.” Mu looked at the fox who had been acting more submissive than the wolf, “He doesn’t 
seem to be resisting at all.” Zeta replied, “Yeah, I dunno. Perhaps he knows that there’s nothing 
he can do. Maybe he’s giving in.” Mu looked over to Leonrd and tilted his head before speaking, 
“Looks like the wolf’s excited.” Zeta was about to question what the Site Director was talking 
about, but once he noticed Leonard’s erection, he understood what he meant, “Oh yeah. I dunno 
if that’s from being overpowered or seeing the fox overpowered. I guess we’ll see when 


Omicron-5 returns with the blindfolds and muzzles.” 


After only a few moments, the door to the complex opened back up, and a small group of 
operatives emerged: They carried the same weapons and tactical gear they had while waiting for 
the helicopter to land, but this time, two of them were carrying a muzzle designed for canine- 
type anthros and simple cloth blindfolds. One of the humans split off from the small group, and 
he approached Lars. An operative standing behind the fox was prepared to force the fox’s head 
up to accept the muzzle, but he did not get a chance to move Lars’ head up; the fox voluntarily 
titled his head up himself to allow the human to muzzle him. The human placed the muzzle over 
the fox’s mouth after pushing the fox’s whiskers down, and he tightened it to the point that Lars 
would be completely unable to open his mouth. The operative standing behind Lars worked on 
connecting the polymer snap buckles to securely hold the muzzle on the fox’s face. With the fox 
now muzzled, he lowered himself while on his knees, and he was trying to get comfortable since 
the ratchet teeth on the bows of the leg irons he wore were starting to press up against his upper 
thighs; they were tightened to the point that some of the teeth began to expose themselves 
through the double strand of the shackles. 

Before Lars could get too comfortable, he could feel a cloth being pulled over his eyes 
and tied around the back of his head, effectively preventing him from seeing. The bound, 
gagged, and now blindfolded fox remained on his knees and was now only able to wait for the 
humans to do what they wanted with him. Leonard, having seen the fox get gagged and 
blindfolded, felt his reproductive organs becoming more excited, and he even briefly looked 
down to see just a bit of clear fluid drip from his erect penis. Before he was able to get more 
excited, he felt a blindfold being pulled around his eyes, but his mouth remained free. Forcibly 
blinded, the wolf began to speak, “Hey, get your hands —’ However, he was quickly interrupted 


by a human tightly grabbing his mouth to silence him. The wolf began to try and resist the 


humans while tightly bound, but he found that he was now being thrown to the ground once 
more. Leonard started pulling his bound legs upwards, but before he was able to do anything 
with his legs, a human walked over and stepped on Leonard’s shackled ankles to prevent the 
wolf from moving. The operative holding the wolf’s mouth forced his head upwards, and another 
human moved over with the muzzle, preparing to attach it to Leonard’s face. When the human let 
go of Leonard’s mouth, the second human wasted no time sliding the muzzle over the wolf’s 
mouth and tightening it to prevent him from speaking. The first human buckled the snap buckles 
behind the wolf’s head, and once Leonard was also bound, gagged, and blindfolded, the humans 
grabbed him by the back of the neck and forced him back to his knees. 

With both of the anthros now completely subdued, a few of the ISG units looked over to 
their supervisors, and Mu was the one to give them a gesture indicating that it was time to bring 
them inside of Facility Thirteen. Nodding, the ISG units who had seen the gesture turned back 
around to pat the shoulders of their colleagues, indicating to them that it was time to get moving. 
Lars, being the easiest to control thus far, was the first one who was made to stand, and the ISG 
indicated to the fox that he should stand up by having two operatives reach underneath the fox’s 
armpits and forcing him to stand up. Lars promptly complied with the humans and stood up, but 
they did not make him walk just yet. The second group of ISG units responsible for subduing the 
wolf went on to force Leonard to his feet, but once again, the wolf proved to be rather 
uncooperative with his captors: The wolf began swinging his legs around despite the leg irons he 
wore largely preventing him from doing anything too intense with his legs, and the ISG 
responded by grabbing the wolf’s restrained arms tightly and forcing his torso forwards by 
grabbing his neck and pushing it forwards while pulling his arms backwards. The exertion of 


force exhibited pain in the wolf, and he was soon ready to submit, but even though he was now 


behaving a bit more submissively, the ISG still kept him in this painful position; they wanted the 
wolf to know that he was powerless. 

Lars did not see what was happening to Leonard, but he did hear him mouth off to the 
ISG before being muzzled. The fox also heard what sounded like the wolf being thrown to the 
ground, but he was still not entirely sure what had happened since he was unable to see anything 
at all. Lars was glad that he was not roughed up like the wolf seemed to be, and he was 
beginning to feel as if him being as submissive as possible was paying off. The fox was still 
behaving as obedient as he possibly could to his captors, and he was just hoping that they would 
bring him to wherever they wanted him to go without hurting him. Lars was standing still 
unassisted by the humans, but he then felt a human grab his left shoulder from behind, and he 
realized that they were now making him walk. While walking with leg shackles around his 
ankles was no problem at all for Lars, the fox was unable to see anything, so he was forced to 
blindly trust that the humans were going to lead him inside of the facility and not simply toss him 
off the helipad and leave him to die. However, after just about half a minute of walking, the fox 
felt air conditioning, and he realized that he was indeed being brought inside the building. 

As he was being escorted, there were two humans on both sides of the fox with their 
hands on him: One grabbed his left shoulder, but the other human was holding on to his upper 
right arm while they escorted him through the facility. The fox, still unable to see thanks to the 
blindfold he was wearing, could not see what the interior of the building looked like, but he 
could feel the rather cool floor with his bare feet. Lars could feel the humans bringing him 
around corners and through what sounded like security doors, and as the escort process 
continued, the fox was beginning to wonder just how large the facility was. He had seen the view 


of the entire complex from the exterior, but he was not sure just how deep into the facility he was 


going. He also did not know how many personnel the complex employed: While he encountered 
about fifty armed men at the helipad, Lars was beginning to wonder if the humans he had seen 
were the majority of the employees at the complex. After all, his father had told him that the 
Foundation always likes to make their facilities seem more imposing than they actually are. The 
fox decided that he would still remain completely obedient to the humans and wait until they left 
him alone. There was nothing he would be able to do while the humans were around him. 

Leonard was brought into the building as well, but the humans were still keeping his 
torso held downwards in a pain compliance position to prevent the wolf from attempting an 
escape. At this point, the wolf’s erection had gone away, and he was both frustrated that he did 
not get to sexually relieve himself and because the humans were still making him feel pain as 
they forced him down the hallway. The wolf had been made to take so many different turns in 
the halls that he had no idea where he was going. It was also his first time wearing ankle 
shackles, and the wolf did trip over his chain a few times as he tried to walk with the unfamiliar 
restraint devices locked around his ankles. Leonard did not even make an attempt to try and 
memorize the path he was walking since he was more concerned with trying to not feel the pain 
of being forced to walk in a certain manner. The wolf was hoping that he would arrive at his 
destination soon enough; he was not sure how much longer he would be able to put up with the 
humans manhandling him and forcing him to walk with metallic shackles biting into his ankles. 
To make matters worse, Leonard had the feeling that if he were to try to resist the humans again, 
they would do something even worse to him and make him feel even more uncomfortable than 
he already was. The wolf just had to put up with the humans for the time being. 

“This is the only room we can find for the fox. We’ll have to put him here,” one of the 


ISG members said as he stood in front of a storeroom. The other operative standing by the room 


had a question, “Are there any weapons in there?” The first human shook his head and replied, 
“No. There’s just some extra uniforms and some miscellaneous items. Nothing too useful. The 
main issue is that the door opens up from the inside, so if he got there, he’d be able to get out.” A 
third human walked up carrying another Smith & Wesson belly chain with two Cuff Lock 
padlocks, “Here. You guys should use this.” The first operative retrieved the items and looked 
them over before he quickly understood what the chain and padlocks were for, “Alright. That 
should take care of it. If we keep him blindfolded, he likely won’t figure out much about the 
room he’s in.” The second human heard the sound of clattering shackles coming up from behind 
them, “Here he comes now.” The three humans brought their attention to the captive fox being 
escorted by two ISG units. The human closest to the storage room opened the door and gestured 
for the fox to enter the room. Lars was unable to see the door that was opened, so the humans 
holding his arms dragged him into the room and sat him on his knees once they reached the wall 
furthest from the storeroom’s door. Lars complied, and the naked fox tried to get as comfortable 
as he could while kneeling in all of the restraints he wore. 

There were several heavy racks in the storage room all holding various items, but Lars 
could not see anything. The fox did not even attempt to move his head around even though he 
would not be able to see anything with the blindfold covering his eyes. Just then, Lars felt a 
length of chain being wrapped around his neck. The sensation was nothing new to the fox, but he 
then heard the sound of two padlocks closing. He felt one around his neck, and he only assumed 
that the second padlock was securing the rest of the chain to a stationary object. Lars had been in 
this exact situation in the past, but it was under more casual circumstances. The fox knew that 
the cuffs he was wearing were most likely able to be opened with the hidden key which he kept, 


but he was now concerned that the padlocks were keyed differently. Still, there were some 


padlocks which could be opened with standard handcuff keys, and he was primarily hoping that 
the padlock locking the chain around his neck would be easily opened. If not, he would have to 
figure out some sort of way to get out of his bindings. Lars was not too intimidated, though. He 
had plenty of experience being bound up in the exact manner he was currently restrained in, and 
he knew exactly what he needed to do to escape. All he had to do was just wait for his captors to 
leave him for the time being. 

The humans remained silent, and once they felt satisfied knowing that the fox looked as if 
he was not going anywhere, they decided that it was now time to exit the room. One human held 
the door open as the others exited the room. When the room was completely vacant minus the 
captive fox, the final human left the room and closed the door behind him. Lars heard the door 
close behind him, but he still did not move. The fox did not want to immediately attempt his 
escape, for he still knew that there was the chance that his captors may have just stepped out for 
a brief moment. Either way, Lars was not even entirely certain that he was alone in the room. He 
sat still on his knees as he carefully listened for the sounds of shuffling equipment and breathing, 
but everything seemed to be quiet. Lars was practically certain that he was alone in the room, 
and he was feeling the handcuffs he was wearing one more time to try and confirm what sort of 
handcuffs he was wearing. After feeling the slot used for the double locking feature, Lars then 
went to feel the keyhole. The fox was quite confident he was wearing a standard pair of Smith & 
Wesson M-100 handcuffs, and he knew that his key would open them. After all, the only model 
of Smith & Wesson handcuffs which did not accept a standard key, the Smith & Wesson M-104, 
were incompatible with the M-1840 Belly Chain the fox wore. All he needed to do was just wait 


a few more minutes and begin his escape. 





Chapter 19 


Security Breach 


Kneeling in the storage room, Lars was not sure how long he had been left alone for, but 
he was feeling as if he now had his chance to make his escape. Taking one last precaution, Lars 
slowly sat up while still on his knees before he stood up entirely just to see if anybody would 
push him back down on his knees. The fox found that he was able to completely stand up 
without any of the ISG operatives intervening with him, so he was more and more confident that 
he was alone. However, the fox was not quite ready to escape yet: He turned around and tried to 
determine how much slack he actually had to walk the storage room with. With a black piece of 
cloth tied around his eyes, Lars was still unable to see, but he was able to feel the chain prevent 
him from moving around the storage room after taking just a couple steps. Nobody still said 
anything to him or tried to prevent him from moving around, so the fox was now sure that he was 
left alone. Lars decided that he would commence his escape attempt; he was not sure if he would 
be given another opportunity to do such. 

Beginning his escape attempt, the fox dropped to the ground, but instead of getting back 
on his knees, the fox positioned his knees in front of his torso, and he pulled his legs towards his 
face until his knees made contact with the blindfold he wore. Lars used his knees to push the 


blindfold up off his eyes, and after a couple of attempts, the fox was now able to see again. Even 


though he still had a muzzle attached to his mouth which effectively gagged him, the fox felt that 
his sight would likely be the most important asset to him during this point in time. Lars moved 
back to his knees as he looked around the storage room. Seeing that the chain around his neck 
was padlocked to one of the storage racks, the fox scooted over to the padlock to inspect the 
keyway, and he was relieved to see that the padlock’s keyway was the exact same keyway that 
was present on the handcuffs he wore. Lars was now confident enough to make his escape: 
While still kneeling, the fox brought his right foot up to his cuffed hands, and he went to grab his 
anklet. Within seconds, Lars retrieved his concealed handcuff key, and once he had the key in his 
hands, he was ready to get going. 

Due to Lars’ extremely thin waist, he was able to pull his cuffed hands to the left side of 
his body by pulling on the Martin link which held the handcuffs to the restraint chain he wore 
around his bare torso. The room was dimly lit, but there was still enough light for the fox to be 
able to see the keyholes on the handcuffs, and using this coordination, Lars was able to insert the 
key into the handcuffs and undo the double lock before undoing the single lock. With his left 
wrist free from the restraints, the fox then went to free the rest of his body, and he started by 
unlocking the handcuff binding his right wrist to the waist chain: Lars repeated the same action 
he did when unlocking his left wrist, and he found that it was all the more easier to unlock his 
right wrist due to the fact that he had one hand that was entirely free. After unlocking his right 
wrist, the fox looked at the padlock which secured the excess length of chain that was around his 
torso. The excess chain itself was loose enough around the fox’s body that he would not even 
have to actually undo the padlock; he knew that if he were to simply remove the handcuffs from 


the Martin link, the belly chain would fall off his body without needing to undo anything else. 


Nevertheless, Lars decided that he might as well remove the padlock which secured the 
excess length of chain: The fox simply inserted his handcuff key into the keyway and turned it, 
releasing the padlock. Lars was careful to hold the chain as the padlock was released; he did not 
want to cause commotion and raise suspicion to himself. After gently setting the opened padlock 
on the ground, the fox pulled the Martin link until the handcuffs were in front of his torso, and he 
removed the restraints from the Martin link while still holding the Martin link to prevent the 
chain from sliding off of his body and loudly falling on the floor. Setting the opened handcuffs 
down on the floor, Lars kept his handcuff key in his right palm and used his left hand to slowly 
remove the chain from around his waist while making as little noise as possible. After placing 
the chain on the floor, Lars looked down at his nude body and saw that he only had the leg 
shackles to remove from his feet, but he also remembered that he also had to release his neck 
from the chain which kept him bound to the storage rack. The fox decided that he should release 
his neck first: Lars quickly found the padlock, and though he could not see it, he could definitely 
feel the keyway. Once he inserted his key into the padlock, he simply twisted the key, and just 
like with the padlock which secured the excess chain around his waist, the padlock popped right 
open and allowed Lars to free his neck from the chain. 

Being careful with the chain, Lars gently placed it on the floor after unlocking the other 
padlock keeping the chain locked around the rack, and the fox finally went to remove the 
shackles from around his ankles: Squatting down, the fox easily inserted his key into the 
shackles, and he undid the double locks before undoing the single locks, a motion he had 
performed hundreds of times in the past. Within mere seconds, Lars’ ankles were entirely free, 
and the fox was free from all of the carbon steel restraints binding him. Nodding to himself in 


satisfaction, the fox stood up, but before he went on to continue his escape, he placed his right 


foot up on the storage rack to allow himself an opportunity to return his hidden key back to the 
anklet he kept it in. Tucking away the key nice and securely, Lars brought his foot back down to 
the floor, and he looked at the pile of carbon steel lying on the floor. The fox had seen a familiar 
sight before when he would casually play with the same exact restraints he had just been bound 
in, but the main difference was that he would play on his own terms, not the terms of the Omega 
Foundation. 

Lars went to open his mouth and give a sigh of relief, but he quickly remembered that he 
was still muzzled. Though he could technically operate with the muzzle still on his face, he felt 
that he should remove it anyways. After all, he had one at his home that he could play with after 
escaping the Foundation. Feeling the back of the muzzle, Lars quickly found the snap buckles 
which secured the device to his face. The fox nodded to himself in satisfaction; he was familiar 
with the buckle system of the muzzle. Though the muzzle he wore was not the same model as the 
one he had at home, it attached to his face in the same manner, and Lars was wondering if the 
Foundation purchased the muzzle from the same company the fox bought his from. Quickly 
undoing the snap buckles, Lars pulled the side straps to loosen the muzzle, and he removed it 
from his face. Before dropping the device on the ground, the fox checked the manufacturer label 
inside of the muzzle, and he could see that the muzzle he was just wearing was indeed made by 
the same company which produced the one he had at home, the Safariland Group. However, Lars 
quickly noticed why it felt just a bit different from the one he owned: The label of the muzzle he 
was wearing simply identified it as a generic ‘canine-type muzzle’, but the one he had at home 
was specifically labeled as a ‘fox muzzle’. After brushing his whiskers back into place, Lars 


dropped the device on the ground, removed the black cloth that had been used to blindfold him, 


dropped the cloth on the ground as well, and he now was entirely free from all of the restraints he 
had been forced to wear. 

Looking around at the storage room, Lars could see plenty of boxes stacked up, and he 
was wondering if anything inside of the boxes would help him out with his escape. The fox 
quietly picked up one of the plastic boxes, and he sat it on the floor before opening it. Inside of 
the box, Lars found what appeared to be navy blue Crye Precision G4 Combat Uniforms, the 
same uniforms which he saw the operatives wearing from when he encountered them outside of 
the complex. Though the fox did not really want to wear the uniform of the Omega Foundation, 
he decided that it was still better than going completely naked; After all, he may indeed need the 
pockets which were included with the uniform during his escape. He would not be able to carry 
any important items such as extra magazines or keycards if he was naked. Besides, the fox knew 
that him being naked would probably only cause Leonard to become distracted, and he did not 
want the wolf operating with only half of a brain while escaping the Omega Foundation. Looking 
at the tags within the uniforms, Lars was trying to find his size: Being a tall and thin fox standing 
at 6 feet and weighing 122 pounds, it was quite difficult for Lars to find a uniform set which 
would actually fit him well enough. Most of the uniforms he found were either too large for him 
around the waist, or they were too short for him to wear. Apparently, nobody at the Foundation 
had the same BMI which the fox had, but Lars was not really surprised: He knew that he 
weighed less than he probably should for his height, but his father had told him that his size was 
mostly due to genetics; After all, when Kurt Hofmeier was the same age as his Lars, he weighed 
practically the same while being the same height as his son. Even while Kurt Hofmeier was 
entering into his 50s, he had only gained about thirty pounds during his adult years, leaving him 


at a weight of 150 pounds. 


Lars brought down another bin to look for more uniforms that he could wear, but he did 
indeed locate a combat shirt which was marked as ‘SM L’, indicating it was a shirt with a small 
torso and a long length. Figuring that the shirt would likely fit him, Lars tossed it aside in a place 
where it would not get confused with the other apparel he had discarded. The fox went back into 
the bin to look for a pair of pants that would fit him, and it did not take him too long while 
searching in the second plastic bin to remove a pair of combat pants with the label identifying it 
as ‘30 L’. The shirt had a thirty inch waist and a long inseam. Satisfied with his finding, Lars felt 
that the pants would fit him. Though the fox felt that a pair of pants with a twenty-eight inch 
waist would fit him better, he figured that he would be able to make the pants work by 
configuring the Velcro adjustment straps on the back of the pants. Turning the pants over, Lars 
found that there was only one problem with the pants he found: The pants were made for humans 
to wear; they had no tailhole on the back for an anthro to thread a tail through. When Lars looked 
at the pants, he remembered his father telling him about a situation in which he had to rip a hole 
through the back of a pair of pants to allow for his tail to hang freely. 

The fox thought about trying to use his fingernails to carve a hole in the pants, but as he 
looked at his hand, he did not feel too confident that his fingernails would be able to pierce the 
fabric holding the pants together; After all, the pants were not made to be easily torn. Lars 
dropped the pants on top of the shirt he picked out, and he went to go bring down another bin to 
look for a cutting tool of some sort. The fox checked a few bins, and he was luckily able to find 
an X-ACTO Utility Knife stowed away in one of the bins. Using the knife, Lars carved a hole in 
the pants, and though his hole looked a bit crude with some loose threads hanging off, the fox 
would at least be able to comfortably wear the pants. Stepping into the pants, the fox threaded his 


tail through the tailhole he improvised, and he was finally able to cover up his reproductive 


organs which had been completely exposed ever since he had been initially detained. The fox 
was somewhat disappointed that he would likely not be able to recover the silkies he wore when 
he showed up to the facility; However, he knew that the shorts could be easily replaced. 

Before using the Velcro front flap on the pants to keep them held up on his waist, the fox 
grabbed the combat shirt he grabbed and tossed it over his body before tucking the shirt into his 
pants. Lars did notice one problem with the shirt: The arms were too short for his own arms, but 
this issue was only a minor problem. Lars adjusted the Velcro to keep the pants held up, and 
once he was sure that his penis was out of the way, the fox pulled the zipper on the groin of the 
pants. Rolling up his sleeves, Lars could feel that even though he pulled all of the Velcro 
adjustment straps, the pants were still a little loose around his waist. Though his pants were 
definitely not going to fall down, Lars would feel just a bit better if he could find a belt in one of 
the boxes. After his sleeves were rolled up, the fox retracted the blade of his utility knife and 
deposited it in one of the many pants pockets, and the fox nodded in satisfaction; Lars knew that 
if was still naked, he would not have been able to keep the knife with him. It might just come in 
handy later. When he closed his pants pocket, Lars remembered that there was still one more 
thing he could adjust with his pants: Reaching down, the fox pulled the Velcro flap around the 
knee area, and he also adjusted the Velcro flap that could cinch off extra fabric around his 
ankles. The fox wanted to make sure that the pants did not collide with his anklets; he did not 
want to lose his spare key or otherwise mess up his anklets with the pants constantly rubbing up 
against them. Standing up and adjusting the quarter-length zipper around the shirt’s collar, the 
fox felt that he had adjusted everything he needed regarding his uniform. He just needed to see if 


there were any other items he could find in the storage room which would be beneficial to him. 


Taking down a few more bins, the fox searched the containers, and he was indeed able to 
find a black HSGI Cobra Rigger Belt. Lars had recognized the belt; the operatives he 
encountered when he first landed at the complex were wearing them. Donning the belt, Lars 
pulled it until he was confident that simple snags would not be able to pull his pants down. 
Securing the belt with the provided Velcro, Lars looked into the container again, and he found a 
pair of black Oakley SI Pilot Gloves. Looking at the tags on the gloves, the fox saw that he had 
picked up a pair of gloves marked with the ‘large’ size. Putting the gloves over his hands, Lars 
pulled the Velcro strap to keep the gloves around his wrists, and he was satisfied enough with the 
fit. After putting on the gloves, the fox tried to mentally recount the amount of time he spent 
escaping and gearing up, and he figured that he probably could have exited the room he was in 
already. Lars was indeed concerned for Leonard, but he was also concerned that at any point, an 
ISG operative could come back into the room, and Lars still did not have a weapon to defend 
himself with. Though he did have the X-ACTO knife he found, the knife was not really designed 
for combat. Lars would still use it as a last resort if he absolutely needed it, though. 

Looking around at a few of the plastic containers, Lars did not really see anything that he 
decided he should also grab; the fox was wearing just about everything he needed. Though he 
did see a pair of Salomon combat boots in one of the bins, Lars decided that he did not really 
have much of a need to wear the boots: Anthros did not really need to wear shoes, and Lars was 
satisfied with the decorative footwear he was already wearing. The fox was still both surprised 
and relieved that the ISG allowed him to keep the rings and anklets he wore on his bare feet. Had 
they relieved him of his anklets, Lars knew that he would not have been able to carry out his 
escape. Taking one last look at the plastic containers, the fox checked to see if there was 


anything he needed to grab before leaving the room, but he did not see anything which he felt 


would benefit him. Lars turned to leave the storage room, and he could see the door lock which 
was operated by the person on the inside of the room. Turning the door’s handle, Lars found that 
the door was already unlocked, but he decided that he would lock it on his way out just to delay 
the ISG from returning to him just for a little bit. He was not sure how long it would be until they 
would figure out that he had escaped, but Lars decided he should just try and remain as stealthy 
as possible until then. The fox gave a slight chuckle to himself before quietly opening the door 
and looking both ways, for he knew that foxes such as himself were stereotypically regarded as 
being quite crafty. While Lars may not have been a liar, he did fit other aspects of the common 
fox caricature. 

Seeing that the coast was clear, Lars emerged from the storage room, toggled the door 
lock, and quietly closed the door behind him. Looking both ways, the fox found himself in a 
quiet, dimly lit hallway with no hostiles in sight. Lars stood still for a moment while trying to 
listen to the surroundings, but he did not hear any movement or talking. Lars knew that he could 
potentially stage an ambush for the ISG operatives who would come to check on him, but the fox 
was not sure how long it would be before they would come back to the storage room. Besides, 
Lars knew that Leonard was also somewhere in the facility, and he did not want to keep the wolf 
waiting. When they were initially being detained, Lars could hear Leonard’s struggle with the 
human operatives, and he was not sure if they were going to deal with him first because of his 
noncompliance. Either way, Lars did not find much of a reason to wait around. His current 
priority was finding a weapon to defend himself with. He had seen the type of gear that his 
adversaries were equipped with, and Lars felt that it was safe to assume that they were all likely 
equipped with NIJ Level IV plates. With this information in mind and having seen the weapons 


the ISG had, his best bet would be using a 5.56x45mm rifle and avoid aiming at the center of 


mass, even though he had been trained to shoot center of mass. Even if he had a 7.62x51mm 
rifle, the NIJ Level IV plates would still stop the rounds from doing damage. Lars also assumed 
that the plates were all composed of UHMWPE, so he would not be able to shoot the plate 
multiple times to easily penetrate the armor, the plates would only puff up and expand from 
multiple impacts. Traveling down the hallway, Lars understood that he was likely going to be in 
a position of having to shoot to kill. Like his father before him, the fox did not want to hurt 
anybody, but he knew that his adversaries would likely not hesitate to open fire on him. If he was 
going to take down the Foundation’s facility, he would have to fire back. 

Mu spoke with Zeta as they had watched the ISG leave the room they had left Leonard in, 
“And that was one of the ‘students’ from Facility Nineteen, wasn’t it?” Zeta nodded and replied, 
“That’s right. He must’ve climbed aboard the helicopter with the fox.” Mu had already gone over 
Leonard’s information, but he still did not know anything about Lars, “Say, do we know 
anything about the fox?” Zeta shook his head, “Nope. We don’t have any information on him. 
However, we are pretty confident that he was the one who took down the XAI-2s from 
yesterday.” Open to speculation, Mu asked, “Do we know how he found out about Facility 
Nineteen yet?” Zeta shook his head, “No sir. We haven’t interrogated him yet.” Mu asked a 
follow-up question, “Do we know when the interrogation is going to be?” Zeta said, “We’re not 
sure where we’re going to have it. We’ll definitely interrogate him before we interrogate the 
wolf, though. If the fox doesn’t give us what we need, maybe the wolf will. It’s just that the 
wolf’s been resisting the ISG ever since we’ve taken him in. The fox has been completely 
compliant, but you know how foxes are; we shouldn’t let our guard down around him. Judging 
by what the AI engineers have told us from the data we’ve gathered from yesterday’s XAI-2 test, 


he’s quite proficient with firearms.” Mu took in all of the information and determined the best 


course of action in his head. The human spoke, “Alright. We’ ll set up an interrogation for the 
fox. Let me know when you guys have that ready. I want to be there for the interrogation.” Zeta 
acknowledged the orders of his superior, “Yessir. We’ ll let you know when we’re ready, 
however, Omicron-5 has told me that it may be an hour or two before we can have the 
interrogation take place. Also, we left the fox locked up in a storage room. We couldn’t find 
anywhere else to put him.” Mu felt satisfied enough with what the Security Chief had to say, 
“Sounds good enough. As long as he’s secure there, it should be fine. I'll see you when the 
interrogation starts. If you need me until then, I’Il be in my office.” The two humans parted ways 
and went back to doing their jobs. 

Hearing voices, the fox ducked down and kept a low profile as he silently moved around 
a group of four ISG members. Two of the operatives were carrying the Raytheon FIM-92 
Stingers which they had brought out to the helipad. Setting the launcher on the table, one of the 
humans spoke, “Say, what was going on with those anthros? That fox only had a pair of shorts 
on, and that wolf only wore his underwear.” Another operative guessed correctly as he placed the 
FIM-92 he carried on the table next to the other launcher, “I dunno. Maybe they just woke up or 
something?” A human wielding a SIG Sauer MCX Virtus spoke next, delivering his educated 
guess, “Could be, but I’m not entirely convinced. You know how those anthros are. After all, the 
wolf did look quite excited seeing the fox getting locked up like that. Maybe they were doing 
something in the helicopter.” A human carrying an XMP-2 spoke next, “Yeah, I’m not sure 
about that. Gamma-2 checked the helicopter, and they couldn’t find anything. They couldn’t 
have dumped anything out on their way over here, either; the chopper doors were all locked. 
Why would two anthros climb aboard a helicopter just to do that?” The human with the MCX 


Virtus replied, “Well, if you’ve heard about what happened at Facility Eleven during the 2020s, 


then it shouldn’t come as a surprise.” The human wielding the XMP-2 was still skeptical, “Were 
you around to see any of that?” The human with the MCX shook his head, “No, I joined the 
Foundation after it reformed in 2040.” The human with the XMP-2 then said, “Well, I’m sure if 
they were up to something in there, Gamma-2 would’ ve found out about it. They searched the 
chopper and found absolutely nothing.” One of the operatives who carried the Stinger said, 
“Maybe we’ll figure it out when they interrogate him. We should see what Omicron-5 is doing 
preparing for the session. Maybe Theta-4 will help out with it as well. Those guys are a bit... 
unethical, though.” The humans parted their ways and left the room, but Lars still remained 
undetected. 

After waiting for a few seconds for the humans to progress further out of the room, Lars 
slowly stood up and peeked over the counter. Seeing that the room he was in was empty, the fox 
moved over to the table where he saw the two FIM-92 Stingers that had been discarded. Next to 
the launchers, Lars spotted a loaded FN P90 lying on the table with two filled 5.7x28mm NATO 
magazines sitting next to it. The PDW had an EOTech 558 mounted on the top rail, and it also 
had a suppressor mounted on the end of the short barrel. Lars quietly picked up the weapon from 
the table. The P90 felt quite light to pick up, but the fox was already familiar with the weapon; 
he had handled the weapon before, though he was more used to the civilian version which had a 
longer barrel. Nevertheless, the suppressor compensated for both the length and weight of the 
short barrel. The fox ejected the magazine that was already in the weapon, and thanks to the 
transparent plastic composing the magazine, the fox was able to see that the weapon’s magazine 
was indeed full. Before inserting the magazine back into the P90, Lars partially pulled back the 
charging handle, checking the weapon’s chamber to see if there was a round already in the 


chamber. Confirming that the P90 was already loaded, the fox inserted the top-loading magazine 


back into the weapon and gave the rear of the magazine a nice slap to firmly seat it into the 
weapon. Lars sat the weapon back on the table first before taking the two spare magazines from 
the table and inserting them both into his left cargo pocket of his Crye G4 Combat Pants. After 
closing the Velcro retention flap, Lars picked up the P90, shouldered it, and looked down the 
EOTech sight. Not seeing a reticle, the fox pressed the up button on the left side of the 
holographic sight to turn it on, and upon pressing the button, he could now see the reticle clearly. 
The sight sat quite high on the P90, so the fox would be able to look through the sights with 
either his left eye or his right eye. Even though the weapon would be unable to punch through 
hard armor, Lars felt that the P90 was probably the best weapon he could have picked up for 
what he had: The weapon was quite light, ergonomic, and the 5.7x28mm rounds would surely 
punch through anything that was made out of Kevlar. Even though he would not be able to take 
on enemies wearing hard armor in their plate carriers, he would much rather carry a P90 than 
nothing. The PDW also featured a suppressor, and though the suppressor would not silence his 
weapon to his adversaries, it would at least preserve the fox’s hearing to a decent enough degree 
while moderately reducing the weapon’s muzzle flash. With a weapon in his hands, all Lars 
needed to do now was to find Leonard. 

Two ISG members walked down the hall to the storage room where they had kept Lars 
detained. The operative wielding an FN Herstal FN-15 TAC3 Duty put his hand on the door 
handle, but it did not open. The operative standing next to him held an XMP-1, and once he saw 
that his colleague could not open the door, he asked, “What’s the issue?” The human with the 
FN-15 replied, “The door must be locked. I don’t remember locking it on my way out.” The 
operative with the XMP-1 looked at the keyhole on the door handle, “Do you have a key for it?” 


The human jiggled the door handle a few more times before shaking his head, “No, I don’t.” The 


unit carrying the XMP-1 initially thought one of the other ISG members was to blame, “Damn. 
One of the other fuckers escorting the fox must’ve locked the door. Do we know who has a 
key?” The man with the FN-15 pulled out a Kenwood NX-5300 radio, but he did not hold the 
talk button just yet. Instead, he spoke to his colleague, “Ill ask Sigma-2.” The human held down 
the PTT button and spoke, “Sigma-2, this is Omicron-5-4. We’re trying to check on the fox, but 
the storeroom we left him in is locked, and we need a key. Can you come down to Storeroom R6 
and give us a key? Over.” Within a few seconds, the human on the other end of the radio replied, 
“Copy, Omicron-5-4. This is Sigma-2-6. A key is on the way. Out.” 

Slowly progressing down a hall with the P90 in his hands, Lars kept his weapon at the 
low ready position, prepared to suddenly raise his weapon and engage a hostile. The hallway was 
very quiet, but Lars thought that he was now hearing the sound of footsteps approaching his 
position. Stopping to take a knee, the fox sat still while trying to discern where the footsteps 
were coming from. Just then, an automatic door opened up on the other side of the hallway, and 
a human entered. The human immediately stopped and flinched upon seeing the kneeling fox 
holding a P90, and he was dumbstruck for a couple seconds. Lars raised the P90 at the human 
and thumbed off the safety, but he did not open fire. The fox was perhaps wondering if the 
human did not want to shoot the fox. The human went to grab the Glock 17 from his black 
Safariland holster, but Lars spoke up, making an attempt to talk the human down, “Woah! Hey, 
wait!” However, the human raised his Glock at the fox, but Lars fired first, not giving the human 
a chance to shoot him. Given that the human was wearing a plate carrier, Lars aimed for the 
human’s helmeted head and took one shot from his suppressed PDW. Scoring a successful hit, 
the human immediately keeled over and dropped his Glock 17 on the floor. When the movement 


stopped, Lars slowly stood up and went over to approach the human who was prepared to fire 


upon him. Standing over the human’s body, Lars saw where he had shot the human in the head, 
and after placing two fingers on the human’s neck to feel for a pulse, he definitely could tell that 
the human was dying. Unsatisfied with what he had to do, Lars muttered under his breath, 
“Darn...” While he took absolutely no pleasure in having to hurt another person, the fox knew 
that if he did not open fire, he would have been the one who would have died, and he knew that 
he could not let the Foundation continue to operate. Lars reminded himself that the enemies he 
faced were all well-aware of the evil they were involved in. 

Hearing a thump, Omicron-5-4 began to question the sound, “What was that?” The 
human with the XMP-1 stood in silence before he replied, “I heard it too. Was that Sigma-2?” 
Omicron-5-4 shrugged, but he decided that he had one way to find out. The human pulled out his 
radio again and spoke into it while holding the talk button, “Sigma-2-6. This is Omicron-5-4. 
Requesting a SITREP. What’s the status on that key? Over.” Omicron-5-4 waited a few seconds, 
but there was no response. The human with the XMP-1 commented on the lack of response, 
“Hmm... Try again, I guess.” Omicron-5-4 spoke over the radio again after a few seconds, 
“Sigma-2-6. This is Omicron-5-4. Give me a SITREP. What’s your status? Over.” Omicron-5-4 
held his ear up to the radio’s speaker, but he did not hear any response. The operative with the 
XMP-1 stood silent for about a quarter of a minute before speaking again, “Well... Maybe 
there’s interference or something?” Omicron-5-4 shrugged, ““No idea. I guess I'll try one more 
time. If he doesn’t pick up, I guess we’ll just have to wait here for a little longer or something. 
We may have to go try and find him if he doesn’t show up.” 

“Sigma-2-6. This is Omicron-5-4. Do you copy? Requesting a SITREP. What’s your 
status? Over,” Lars removed the radio from the pocket of the human he had shot and killed. The 


fox had already found a Level 5 Keycard which was in the human’s pocket, and he determined 


that the keycard would probably be necessary to open the automatic door which the human came 
out of. The fox was not sure how long the ISG would continue to speak over their colleague’s 
radio, but now that he knew that the human was too dead to reply, it would only be a matter of 
time before the complex would go on alert. Lars had no intention of picking up the radio and 
trying to speak to the humans requesting a status report: He did not want to lie, and even if he 
was alright with lying, he figured that they would not recognize his voice and go on alert 
anyways: The fox’s voice was way too high-pitched to even attempt to mimic the voice of a man 
hired for the purpose of being intimidating. The fox was probably the furthest thing from being 
intimidating. Nevertheless, Lars still could see the radio which was now lying on the floor, and 
he did not know what to do with it. Picking up the radio and tossing it aside, the device landed in 
a way that the talk button was held down for a short second. The ISG heard the radio toggle on 
and off, and before Lars knew it, he heard another voice over the radio again, “Sigma-2-6. This 
is Omicron-5-4. Do you copy? Come in. Over.” 

The human with the XMP-1 was getting impatient, “Fuck this. This is taking too long.” 
Omicron-5-4 looked over at his colleague, ““What are you gonna do?” The operative stood in 
front of the door and gave a firm kick to the door handle. The door’s lock gave, and the door 
opened, allowing the humans to enter. However, the humans quickly found a pile of discarded 
restraints on the floor along with several opened plastic bins along with their contents scattered 
on the floor. Omicron-5-4 was the first to react to the situation, “Shit...” Switching the active 
communications channel, the human immediately went to speak on his radio, “Zeta. This is 
Omicron-5-4. The fox is gone. We need to sound the alarm! Over!” Zeta replied seconds later, 
“Omicron-5-4? This is Zeta. What’s happening? Over.” Omicron-5-4 relayed his report again, 


“The fox is gone! He’s escaped or something, and he’s been through the stuff in the storeroom. 


He could be anywhere in the facility. We need to find him and raise the alarm! Over!” 
Understanding the situation, Zeta cursed under his breath as he went to turn on the sitewide 
alarm system, “Shit... Dammit... Fuck!” After changing frequency, the Security Chief spoke 
over the facility’s announcement system, “Attention all ISG personnel: We have a security 
breach! Find that fox!” Within seconds, the facility’s alarm sounded and the ISG units began to 
mobilize and search the complex. 

Lars was considering donning the plate carrier that Sigma-2-6 had left behind, but then he 
heard the Security Chief speak over the intercom combined with the alarm sound beginning. 
Realizing that he had to move, the fox dropped the plate carrier and decided that he would 
simply have to make do with what he had. He knew that the facility was now looking for him, 
and he would have to be on the move, lest he would be either killed or apprehended again, and 
Lars was not looking for either of those outcomes to occur. Sure, while the plate carrier would 
provide protection for his torso against incoming fire, the fox also knew that wearing heavy 
armor would slow him down, and he would have to keep up his momentum to elude his captors. 
Besides, the armor would only prevent severe internal damage; if he were to be shot in the plate 
carrier by a rifle, he would surely fall to the ground and be either captured or killed by the ISG. 
The fox prioritized speed over protection. 

Opening a door with the keycard he picked up, Lars spotted two ISG members in the next 
hall who were already converging on his position. The fox opened fire on the men as one of them 
yelled out his location, “Contact! Target sighted!” Lars landed two shots on the human’s vest 
before turning around and running back into the corridor he had just come from. The humans 
began to return fire, but when the automatic door closed, they realized that they had not been 


able to land any of their shots on the fox. Taking a left turn, Lars sprinted down the hallway, 


hoping that his lack of practical footwear would mask the sound of him running, and to be fair, 
the fox did make less noise than his adversaries. Coming into contact with another ISG member 
turning the corner. Lars quickly raised his P90 and opened fire, landing three shots on the 
human’s vest before hitting the human twice in the head and killing him. The human fell to the 
ground and dropped his XMP-2. Still hearing the alarm blaring, Lars was not sure how many 
ISG members he would be able to take down. The fox knew that he had mostly a full magazine 
in his weapon with two more spare magazines in his pants, but he was not sure that he would be 
able to land one shot per hostile. Lars also had no idea how many combat units the Foundation 
had at the facility, but so far, he at least would not have to deal with two of them. 

ISG units ran down the halls; all of them were converging on the last known position of 
where they heard the fox was. At this point, they had already found the bodies, and they 
understood that taking the fox alive was likely not going to happen. At this point, they were 
primarily wanting to kill the fox by any means necessary, but the facility’s administration was 
not quite ready to give the order just yet, “Shit... Do we have a fix on his location?” Mu spoke 
with an ISG member over the radio. The operative replied, “Negative, sir. We have found two 
dead bodies, though. We’re still searching the facility.” Upon seeing Zeta enter his office, Mu 
spoke over the radio again to dismiss the ISG, “Understood. Keep the search up. Stay alert, and 
attempt to capture the enemy when you see him. We’ll escalate this if we need to. Out.” Before 
Zeta could say anything, Mu said, “Is this about the fox who’s escaping?” Zeta nodded, “Yessir. 
He’s taken down at least two ISG units already.” Mu nodded, “So I’ve heard. I was just talking 
to Iota-3, and I’m being told that the fox is loose in the facility.” Zeta was still rather confident 
that the ISG would be able to handle the situation, “I’m sure they’ll capture him again sooner or 


later.” 


Entering into another room, Lars immediately caught the attention of four ISG units who 
simultaneously shouted, “Contact!” The fox began to lay down suppressive fire with his P90 as 
he ran to cover, and once he was in cover, Lars quickly dove to another piece of cover while 
trying to keep the weapon as stable as he could. Due to the bullpup design of the P90, the fox 
found that the weapon was actually quite easy to control, even if he was only using one hand. 
Lars was also firing the weapon in semi-automatic mode; he did not want to waste ammunition 
by firing on fully-automatic. His adversaries were mainly firing back with their weapons in fully- 
automatic, and they were standing on a catwalk above the fox’s location, giving the humans the 
height advantage. One of the humans, disregarding the order to capture the fox, pulled the pin of 
an M67 fragmentation grenade, dropped the striker lever, and lobbed it at the fox while shouting, 
“Fat this!” The grenade landed right next to the fox, and Lars wasted no time picking up the 
grenade and throwing it back at the catwalk where it came from. The grenade landed on the 
catwalk, and Lars heard a human shouting before being interrupted by a loud explosion, “Shit! 
Take cover! Grena-” After the grenade finished exploding, Lars peeked out from the place he 
had taken cover at, and he could see that one of the humans looked as if he was down for the 
count, but two of the humans near the blast looked to be disoriented. Lars began running to 
another piece of cover while firing at the humans with his P90. The fox successfully landed his 
headshots, and the humans quickly collapsed. However, there was still one human in the room 
which the fox had not eliminated yet. 

Hearing gunfire from behind, Lars dove out of the way and twisted his body towards the 
direction of the sound. Seeing a human pointing a rifle at him, Lars fired back very quickly, and 
he was successfully able to land the three shots he fired. Two of them hit the human in the vest, 


but one of them hit the hostile operative directly in the head. Standing up again, Lars checked his 


surroundings, and he felt satisfied enough to proceed without encountering more hostiles for the 
time being. As he began to move out of the room, Lars looked at the magazine that was inserted 
in his P90, and he could see that he had a little under half of his loaded ammunition remaining. 
The fox figured that provided he kept his weapon set to semi-automatic, he would be able to 
make his limited supply of ammunition last for a little bit longer. If he were to run out of 
ammunition, he knew that he could always find a neutralized enemy and pick up his weapon. 
However, Lars did not have the need to do this for the time being, so he proceeded deeper into 
the facility with his weapon in his hands. Upon entering the next area, Lars spotted a human who 
had not seen him yet. Not taking any chances, the fox aimed at the human’s neck and opened 
fire; the rear of the helmet would prevent the fox from landing a confident headshot. While the 
5.7x28mm round would tear through Kevlar, helmet penetration could sometimes be unreliable 
when shooting a helmet at certain angles. Successfully hitting his neck shot, the human 
instinctively reached for the back of his neck as he turned around to face the fox, but when he 
looked at the fox, Lars fired his weapon again and struck the human in the face with his PDW, 
successfully neutralizing the operative. 

More ISG units began to run into the area they knew the fox was in, but they quickly 
encountered Lars running at them with the P90. The fox opened fire as the men attempted to fire 
back at him, but Lars hit his shots before the humans were even able to disengage the safeties on 
their rifles. One of the ISG members was even carrying an FN Minimi chambered in 
7.62x51mm, but he was unable to raise his weapon quickly enough to fire at the fox. Downing 
five more ISG units, Lars took another route to try to avoid running into more enemies, but he 
could still hear their voices over the radio, “All call sign: This is Beta-7-3. The fox has been 


spotted near the XAI-2 production line. Regroup and move in! Out.” Lars ran towards an 


electronic door, and he realized that he needed to use his keycard to open the door. Keeping his 
weapon shouldered with his right hand, Lars put his left hand into his pocket to reach for the 
keycard he had. Scanning the keycard, the door opened, but Lars found that there was a human 
holding an XMP-1 waiting for him on the other side. The fox immediately opened fire and 
gunned down the human who collapsed on the floor from taking five shots to the head. With the 
human neutralized, Lars stepped inside of the room and yanked his tail out of the doorway as the 
automatic door closed behind him. 

When he turned around, Lars saw that he was now in a room that looked like a 
production line of some sort. He saw many Zoff units in various stages of completion, and from 
what he remembered from hearing the ISG speak over the radio, he realized that he was indeed 
in the Zoff’s production line. However, it had been the first time the fox had ever heard the term 
XAI-2 being used to refer to the machines he had fought during the previous day. Lars figured 
that he might as well destroy the production line while he was at it, but he did not think his P90 
was the best tool for the job. Looking back towards the human who he had killed on his way into 
the production line, Lars spotted a weapon he had seen the previous day: The fox approached the 
human’s corpse, and he picked up the XMP-1 which he sat next to the collapsed operative. The 
XMP-1 was considerably heavier than the P90 he had been using, but remembering the damage 
which the grenade launcher caused from his encounter with Jothie, he figured that he should 
probably use the weapon to destroy the production line. 

Setting the P90 down on the floor, Lars held the XMP-1 with both hands as he aimed it at 
some of the machinery used to create the Zoff. Finding the HE button, the fox pressed it and 
disabled the safety before aiming the weapon at the production equipment. Pulling the trigger, 


Lars heard a thump sound emanate from the launcher before witnessing the machinery burst into 


flames mere seconds later. Lars initially thought that he had to pull the charging handle on the 
weapon to cycle the action, but when he saw the spent grenade casing land on the ground next to 
him, Lars realized that the grenade launcher was able to fire semi-automatically. Aiming at a 
different part of the machinery, the fox fired another round and watched the results show before 
his very eyes. The straight blowback action of the XMP-1’s grenade launcher carried a 
significant amount of recoil with it, and Lars felt it was comparable to the time when he fired a 
DRD Tactical Kivaari chambered in .338 Lapua Magnum. After firing a few more rounds, Lars 
heard a click when he pulled the trigger. Only the KE module had a functional last round bolt 
hold open, so when he pulled the charging handle to look into the chamber of the HE module, he 
realized that he had depleted the XMP-1’s HE magazine. 

Before the fox could drop the XMP-1 and pick up his P90 again, he saw some humans 
run into the room and immediately turned to look at the flames of the production equipment as 
the factory burned. Seeing that there were more hostiles in the room with him, Lars quickly 
found the KE button on his XMP-1, and he fired at the humans who had entered. The 
5.56x45mm rounds of the XMP-1 hit harder than the 5.7x28mm rounds of the P90, but they still 
did not pierce the armor of the ISG units. However, the impact of the rounds did stagger the 
humans, and Lars fired upon them as they fell to the ground, successfully penetrating their 
helmeted heads and killing them. The fox fired at a few more humans as they entered the room 
with him, but after downing four more ISG units, Lars discarded the XMP-1 and went back to 
the P90. Though the XMP-1 had more stopping power than the P90, it was too heavy for him to 
lug around, and it also still could not pierce the armor plates his enemies wore. He might as well 
just keep using his P90 at the expense of staggering his adversaries. Seeing that the flames were 


now spreading, Lars exited the room and went to find another route. 


“The facility is now on fire! Explosions set off a fire in the XAI-2 production line!” Mu 
listened to the report of one of the ISG members who was surveying the damage. Mu had a 
question for the operative he spoke with, “Has the fox been terminated yet?” The Site Director 
received a response, but it was not the news he wanted to hear, “Negative, sir. The target’s still at 
large.” Mu took a deep breath before asking another question, “How many ISG units are left?” 
The operative replied, “He’s taken down a little under half. We don’t know where he’s at right 
now. The last we saw him was in the XAI-2 production line, but he ran out in the confusion after 
destroying the machinery. The fire’s spreading. We won’t be able to put it out!” Mu gave a short 
reply to the operative before turning off his radio, “Copy. We’re activating the XAI-3. Out.” The 
human was heard questioning the decisions of the Site Director before Mu turned off the radio, 
“Sir? The XAI-3? That’s —’ The human now looked directly at the Security Chief who had the 
same objection that the operative had, “Are you sure about this, sir? The XAI-3’s IFF functions 
aren’t fully programmed yet, and if we turn it on, we might not be able to turn it off. If we 
release it in the facility, it'll kill everything in sight.” Mu gave a stern reply to Zeta, “It’s a risk 
I’m willing to take. We cannot let that fox get out of here alive. I’d rather us die with the fox 
than we live and the fox gets out alive. Come on. We’re turning it on.” Zeta was reluctant, but he 
knew that he had to listen to the orders of his superior, “Yessir. I still remember my activation 


code.” The two humans left the office and proceeded to the room where the XAI-3 was kept. 


Chapter 20 


eXperimental Autonomous Infantry Unit - 
Model 3 


Having downed yet another human, Lars looked at his P90, and he realized that he only 
had a couple rounds left in the magazine. Not taking his chance at taking down another hostile 
with only two or three rounds, the fox ejected the magazine, opened his pants pocket, and 
inserted another magazine into his PDW while discarding his previous magazine on the floor. 
With a round already in the chamber, Lars had no need to pull the weapon’s charging handle. 
The fox still had plenty of ammunition to deal with more human operatives, but he was not quite 
sure how many of them were still active. Lars already knew that he started a fire on the Zoff 
production line, and he was not sure how far the fire would spread. The fox still had to locate 
Leonard, and he had no idea where the wolf was being kept. Lars felt that he should at least start 
checking all of the side doors he was seeing; perhaps Leonard might be in one of them. Coming 
up to a door, Lars tried the door handle, and he found that the door was unlocked. Opening the 
door, the fox was met with an empty storage room. Seeing that the room was empty, Lars left the 
door open to remind himself that he had already checked the room; Thankfully, not all of the 


doors at Facility Thirteen were automatic doors. The fox went down the hall to continue 


searching the rooms. Lars was beginning to think that he was in a storage hallway, and since he 
was put into a storage room himself, he figured that Leonard might have been locked in a storage 
room as well. 

Passing by a few ISG units running to find the escaped fox, Mu and Zeta proceed towards 
the room which kept the XAI-3. Standing at the door to the room itself, Mu scanned his Level 5 
keycard and opened up the door, allowing himself and Zeta to enter. Both humans entered the 
room and laid their eyes upon the third model of the eXperimental Autonomous Infantry Unit 
product line: The machine stood at more than three times the height of a standard Zoff unit, 
coming in at twenty feet tall. The central torso of the XAI-3 was hardly humanoid, but instead of 
having legs, the machine used a downsized continuous track system for locomotion. The robot 
itself did not have a head like the XAI-2 units did, and the machine seemed to only have a 
featureless, metallic torso with two large arms hanging off of it. The arms themselves had no 
fingers on them, but they were composed of XMP-2s fed by armor-protected belts to ammunition 
reservoirs on the upper arms as well as the back of the unit. The machine itself was painted in a 
blue-gray color that appeared strikingly similar to the United States Air Force’s Air Superiority 
Gray color scheme, though it was a few tones darker than the paint used on aircraft. The machine 
was even complete with low-vis gray Omega Foundation emblems plastered on the arms and 
torso of the machine, and there was bold lettering reading ‘XAI-3’ in the same low-vis gray color 
on the machine’s hull. The entire machine was completely covered with heavy plate armor with 
each plate rated to stop at least five .50 BMG rounds. The armor was far too heavy for a human 
to carry, but the XAI-3 was no human. It would be able to bear as much weight that the treads 


could support. The only main issue with the machine was that Mu and Zeta were not sure how 


effectively it could navigate the facility; For one, it was significantly larger than a human, and 
two, they had not tested it inside of the complex before. 

Nevertheless, despite the armament of dual 7.62x51mm guns and two 25x40mm grenade 
launchers, the machine was not even equipped with the maximum amount of weaponry it could 
support. Foundation engineers were in the process of mounting FN MAGs rather than XMP-?2s to 
the arms. After all, the open bolt action of the FN MAG would provide the machine with a 
higher rate of fire than the closed bolt action of the XMP-2’s KE system. However, removing the 
XMP-2 would mean developing a new system for the XAI-3 to fire grenades. Another solution 
that was being worked on was mounting an FN Herstal M2 Browning or a General Electric 
M134 Minigun to the center torso of the machine. Of course, the main issue would be 
deployment cost and weight, but the advantage of using machines was that they would not be 
overburdened by carrying such heavy machine guns. While these weapons would provide the 
XAI-3 with more offensive firepower, in its current state, such firepower would simply be 
unavailable for the Foundation Administrators to use. They had to work with what was available 
to them, and a heavily-armored machine with two XMP-2s was what they had. 

Stepping up to the activation console, Zeta and Mu both looked at the imposing machine 
before they each simultaneously scanned their keycards at the consoles. After scanning their 
keycards, the console then asked them to input their activation codes. Zeta typed in his activation 
code while Mu inputted his code. After they both submitted their codes to the computer, they 
were able to access the controls of the XAI-3. Mu hesitated for a moment, but he started typing 
in all of the commands into the console that would activate the XAI-3. The human inserted the 
commands, and when he finished, he was at another keycard prompt. Mu scanned his keycard 


and spoke to Zeta, “Scan your card.” Zeta acted a bit reluctant as he scanned his keycard, but 


once he finished scanning the card, a buzzer sounded. The center of the console opened up, and a 
covered button raised out of the computer. Mu opened the covered button and prepared to press 
the button to activate the XAI-3, but Zeta had a question for the Site Director, “Sir, how long are 
we going to have to get away from this thing?” Mu took a deep breath before pressing the button 
and answering the question, “We’re not going to be getting away.” 

Before Zeta could say anything else, the blue light in the middle of the unit lit up along 
with the eight smaller red lights surrounding the center blue light, and the machine wasted no 
time aiming its XMP-2s at Zeta and Mu and opening fire, killing both of the humans after firing 
ten rounds of 7.62x51mm at each of them. With the Foundation Administration personnel killed, 
there was nobody to issue orders anymore, but the XAI-3 no longer needed any orders for it to 
operate. It knew what it was supposed to do: Eliminate all life forms in sight. It did not care if it 
was shooting at humans or anthros. It would fire upon all races with extreme prejudice. Rolling 
over the console which was used to activate the machine, the XAI-3 destroyed the only computer 
system that was able to shut the machine down. The robot was quite literally a loose cannon. It 
would continue to roam the complex and fire upon life forms until it was destroyed or ran out of 
battery power, and it had plenty of battery power to last it an entire week. The XAI-3 stopped in 
the middle of the room and scanned for life forms, but it detected none in the room it was in. 
While scanning the environment, the machine detected a door, but it was too small for it to fit 
inside. The machine toggled the grenade launcher and fired five grenades at the door, destroying 
the door. With the wreckage of the doorway still hot from the grenades, the XAI-3 rolled right 
over the debris and proceeded down the hall. Already, there were some ISG units going to 
investigate the source of the disturbance, and they all paused in shock upon seeing the machine. 


The unit readied its XMP-2s and upon scanning the humans it encountered, the unit wasted no 


time gunning down the ISG. When it opened fire, the rest of the ISG personnel began to fire back 
at the machine. One of them even fired his own XMP-2’s HE module back at the machine while 
yelling, “Fall back! Fall back!” Though he successfully landed three shots at the XAI-3, he only 
lightly damaged a few of its armor plates; the hull of the mechanical beast was unscathed. The 
machine opened fire with its XMP-2s and gunned down the rest of the ISG personnel it 
encountered. 

Opening the eighth door in the hallway, the fox spotted a familiar wolf chained to the 
rack of the supply closet. Relieved to have finally found the anthro he was looking for, Lars 
shouted to the wolf, “Leonard, it’s you!” Leonard was unable to see the fox thanks to the 
blindfold he was wearing, and he still tried to shout out to the fox despite the muzzle tightly 
holding his mouth closed. Lars closed the door behind him and spoke to the wolf, “Ill get you 
out of here ASAP. Bear with me, alright?” Setting his P90 on the floor, the fox reached for the 
concealed handcuff key he kept in his anklet, and while he was reaching for the key, he could 
hear distant gunfire and explosions. The fox was not sure what the ISG was shooting at, but he 
knew that he should not let the commotion distract him from what he had to do: Lars quickly 
worked at first unlocking the chain that was around Leonard’s neck. After dropping the padlock 
to the floor and removing the chain from the wolf’s check, the fox moved behind the wolf and 
went to unlock his handcuffs. Leonard was sitting on his buttocks with his legs spread outwards 
as far as the leg shackles would allow; Unlike Lars, the wolf was not really the kind of person to 
want to kneel, even while in captivity. Lars unlocked the wolf’s hands within mere moments, and 
when Leonard realized that his hands were free, he immediately reached up to remove the 
blindfold that the ISG had made him wear. Tossing away the black cloth, Leonard attempted to 


speak, but he realized that he was still muzzled. Leonard reached to the muzzle to remove it, but 


he was unable to get it off. Being entirely unfamiliar with the device keeping his mouth shut, he 
did not know where to find the snap buckles that he would have to undo before removing the 
muzzle. 

Lars removed the handcuffs from the Martin link and let the belly chain roll down the 
wolf’s lower body for the time being; the fox knew that the chain would fall to the ground as 
soon as the wolf stood up. Seeing that Leonard was trying to remove the muzzle he wore, Lars 
decided that he would help the wolf out by unbuckling the snap clips from around the back of 
Leonard’s head. As Lars did such, he said, “Hey, calm down. You’ll be out of that in no time.” 
Nevertheless, the wolf still struggled to remove the muzzle, but he found it was much easier to 
remove it once Lars unbuckled all of the snap clips. Leonard grabbed the muzzle and yanked it 
off of his face before finally speaking, “Fucking hell! These motherfucking cunts are a bunch of 
fucking drongos!” Lars returned with a somewhat playful remark as the wolf felt his whiskers, 
“With words like those, I think it makes sense why they put that on you in the first place.” 
Leonard was offended, but he was primarily angered due to the situation at hand, “Oh, go fuck 
yourself, shitcunt!” Lars saw that the leg shackles were the last restraints which the wolf wore, 
“Hey, if you want to get out faster, give me your feet.” 

The wolf misinterpreted the fox’s words, “What the fuck is it with you and feet? Do you 
not ever wear fucking shoes or something?” Ignoring the wolf’s words, Lars moved over to the 
wolf’s legs and quickly undid the leg shackles he was wearing. Tossing the restraints aside, Lars 
looked at Leonard and did not bother to answer the question he asked, “Stand up. We’re getting 
out of here.” Lars was the first to stand up, but Leonard did not immediately follow suit. Seeing 
that the wolf was still sitting on the floor, the fox returned his key to his anklet and outstretched 


his gloved hand for the wolf to take, “Coming?” Leonard grunted before taking the fox’s hand 


and standing up. As the wolf stood up, the restraint chain that was still around his waist simply 
fell to the floor and made a clattering noise. When Leonard looked up back at the fox, he took 
note of the blue uniform which he wore, “Wait. Why do you look like one of them?” Lars 
replied, “These are the only clothes I could find. If you don’t want to run around completely 
naked, I suggest you put on a set as well. There should be some extra uniforms in the plastic 
boxes on the shelves.” 

Leonard looked around the shelves, and he could indeed see various plastic boxes. Not 
wanting to remain naked, the wolf took the boxes, dropped them on the ground, opened the lids, 
and began searching through them. While the wolf began to search, the fox picked up the P90 
which he had left on the floor, and he looked at the magazine that was inserted in the weapon: 
The magazine that was in the PDW still had a fair amount of rounds left, so the fox was not too 
worried as far as ammunition conversation was concerned. He was more concerned with the 
shooting that he was hearing coming from what sounded like the other side of the facility. The 
fox thought that he was the only active target in the area, and since Leonard was right next to 
him, Lars had no idea what the ISG were shooting at. The fox had stood up to the door and 
readied his P90, but he did not open the door. As the wolf searched for clothes for him to wear, 
he looked up at the fox for a moment and asked a question, “How did fuck did you even get out 
of there?” Lars looked back at the wolf to reply, “I had a concealed handcuff key they didn’t 
find. I keep it in my anklet. They didn’t bother checking there; they were too busy checking 
those blue shorts I came in wearing.” Leonard was quite astonished, “Shit... Who knew that 
would be your way out?” Lars gave a chuckle, “Hah. I guess you could say my footwear does 
serve a practical purpose after all, huh?” The wolf had other thoughts in his head, “Well, if you 


wore a pink set of anklets and girly rings around your toes, then you’d look even more like a 


femboy fox. You do have the body to be a femboy fox, after all.” Lars disapproved of the wolf’s 
words and gave a reply which unmistakably was serious, even with the fox’s rather high-pitched 
voice, “Get that garbage out of your head.” 

Leonard went back to search for a pair of pants to wear, and after a few moments of 
searching, he believed that he had found a pair which would fit him. The wolf read the pants 
aloud to the fox, “Uhh... I guess I’ll try 32 R? Whatever that means.” Lars looked the wolf’s 
body over, “Try it out. It should fit.” Leonard stepped in the pants, but he quickly noticed a 
problem with them, “Uhh... There’s no hole for my tail.” Lars looked back at the wolf and sat 
his P90 on the floor before taking out the X-ACTO knife which he kept in his pocket. The fox 
reached his gloved hand out, “Here. Gimme the pants, and I’ll get you a tailhole.” The wolf 
stepped out of the pants and handed them to the fox. Holding the pants to the knife, Lars began 
to carve out a hole for Leonard to thread his tail through, and when the fox finished after half of 
a minute of cutting, he returned the pants back to the wolf, “Try them now.” The wolf stepped 
into the pants, threaded his tail through the crude hole, and pulled them up, covering his 
reproductive organs. 

Lars gave a nod to the wolf as he picked up his P90 again after pocketing his knife, 
“Alright. There’s your pants. You might want to grab a shirt as well.” Leonard went to search for 
a shirt in the plastic bucket he had found his pants in. As the wolf looked through the bucket, 
Lars spoke aloud to himself, “Gosh. You’d think one of them would find us by now.” Leonard 
was not sure if the fox was talking to him or not, ““What?” The fox rephrased what he had said, “I 
haven’t seen an enemy in a good while, but I keep hearing shooting, though. I wonder what 
they’re shooting at.” Leonard did not have an answer to give for the fox, so he only went back to 


searching through the plastic bin while trying to find a good shirt to wear. Within a few 


moments, Leonard picked out a navy blue combat shirt and tested it out by throwing it over his 
head. The wolf felt that the shirt was satisfactory enough for the time being, but he then went to 
adjust the pants he wore. Leonard zipped up the fly and attached the Velcro front flap, but he 
found that the pants were a bit too wide for his body. Not knowing that there were more Velcro 
adjustments, the wolf asked, “Do they have any belts?” 

The fox nodded as he looked around at the other boxes on the shelves, “They should. I 
found one in my room, and the room they kept me in looked basically the same as this one. 
Check the other boxes, you might find a belt. There are shoes in some of the boxes as well. If 
you want shoes, find them and put them on.” Given that the boxes were clear enough for the wolf 
to look inside, he peeked in the boxes before grabbing one of them off of the shelf. Opening the 
box, the wolf found a black pair of Merrell MOAB Tactical Boots, and he put the bare sole of his 
foot up against the sole of one of the combat boots. Though the boots were slightly too large for 
his feet, the wolf decided to put them on anyways: Leonard sat on the ground as he put the shoes 
on and laced them up. After donning protective footwear, Leonard stood back up and once he 
saw what appeared to be a belt in another container, the wolf took the container off of the shelf, 
opened it, and retrieved the black 5.11 Tactical TDU Belt from the container. Leonard threaded 
the belt through the loops on the combat pants he wore, and he spoke to the fox once he was 
satisfied enough with the clothing he was wearing, “Alright, I think I should be ready to get 
going.” Lars nodded, “Right. I destroyed the Zoff production line, so we should just focus on 
getting out of here. Let’s find the helipad we came in at. I’ll attempt to fly us out of here. Stay 
close to me, and don’t get separated from me. Like back at Furryton, I’ll do everything I can to 


protect you. Got it?” Leonard gave a silent nod to the fox, and once Lars knew the wolf had 


acknowledged him, he peeked out of the door with his P90 and looked both ways before 
signaling the wolf to move, “Right. We’re clear. Let’s go.” 

“Take it down, take it down!” an ISG unit shouted as he fired his FN Minimi 7.62 at the 
XAI-3. Even though the armor plates were taking damage, the machine only soaked up all of the 
rounds fired by the humans. Another ISG member armed an M67 fragmentation grenade and 
lobbed it at the XAI-3. The grenade landed right underneath the treads of the machine when it 
detonated, and when the smoke and fire cleared, the machine was still operational, despite a 
couple small armor plates breaking off of the unit. The machine scanned the room, and when it 
spotted the humans, it opened fire at them with the XMP-2s mounted on its arms. The machine 
missed many of the rounds it fired due to the humans running when they saw the guns turning 
towards them, but the operative with the Minimi was unable to get up quickly enough, and he 
was gunned down by the machine. The XAI-3 toggled its HE module and began firing at the 
humans who were running and firing their own grenades at the XAI-3 with their XMP-1s. The 
humans landed their shots at the XAI-3, but all they did was just destroy some of the armor 
plates; the hull of the machine had still not been penetrated yet. The fire from the XAI-2 
production line was still spreading throughout the facility; it had ravaged the rooms surrounding 
the assembly line, and it was still progressing further within the facility. The fire alarms were 
sounding, and though Facility Nineteen had automatic fire suppression systems, they were 
unable to put out the fires. The suppression systems were, however, at least able to prevent the 
fire from spreading too far within a short period of time, buying time for the two anthro escapees 
to make their way to the exit. 

Taking cover, one of the ISG members shouted to his colleague who was also behind 


cover, “Where’s the Stinger? We need to use it! It’ll be able to take it down!” Reloading the HE 


magazine of his XMP-1, the second ISG member replied, “I don’t know! One of the Omicron-5 


? 


guys said he was going to go and get it!” Still sitting in cover, the first operative looked down at 
the XMP-1 he was holding, “Use the HE module! It’s the only thing that has been able to put a 
dent in the armor so far!” Standing up, the human unloaded his HE magazine on the XAI-3, and 
he returned to cover right when the XAI-3 acquired him and fired back at him. The human did 
not directly take any fire from the machine, but some of the rounds did graze his helmet as he 
was returning to cover, pushing his helmet forwards until it was covering his eyes and preventing 
him from seeing. Seeing that the XAI-3 stopped firing while they were behind cover, the second 
ISG member asked, “Can it not see us while we’re behind cover? Does it not know we’re here?” 
After pushing the brim of his helmet back up so he could see again, the first ISG member 
removed the magazine from his XMP-1 before loading another magazine in the weapon, “I don’t 
know!” The second human had another thing on his mind, “What if we encounter that fox 
again?” The first human pulled the charging handle back to chamber another HE round into his 
XMP-1, “Fuck the Admins. Forget the fox. This thing’s a bigger problem.” 

Walking away from the sounds of explosions and gunfire, Lars and Leonard traveled 
down a hallway while searching for the exit which would take them back the way they came in. 
However, since both of them were blindfolded when they were taken into the facility, they did 
not know if they were going the right way. However, they at least wanted to avoid running back 
towards the sound of action. If something was indeed keeping the ISG occupied, the anthros 
were hoping that their enemies would be busy enough for them to be able to leave. Lars opened 
another automatic door with his keycard and searched left and right, but he did not spot any 
hostiles. Giving the signal to the wolf to have him follow, Leonard walked with the fox through 


the door before it automatically closed, and within a few seconds, the two anthros spotted a fully- 


kitted ISG member carrying a Stinger launcher. The human briefly stopped and looked at the two 
anthros, but he did not drop the Stinger. Rather, he only ran away from the anthros. Lars was 
aiming his PDW at the human, but when he saw the human flee with the Stinger rather than 
attempting to fire back, he lowered the P90 and said to Leonard, “Well... Whatever they’re up 
against, I guess it’s a bigger issue than dealing with me.” The wolf had a question for the fox, 
“Why didn’t you shoot him?” Lars replied with his rationale, “I hear them fighting where he’s 
going. I didn’t hear that before. If whatever they’re fighting keeps them busy, then that means 
there’s less people I have to deal with. Come on, let’s not waste anymore time.” 

Running towards the sounds of gunfire and explosions, Omicron-5-1 ran into the fray 
while holding the Stinger, but he did not realize that he had run directly into the line of fire of the 
XAI-3: The machine quickly gunned the human down on the upper catwalk, and he dropped the 
Stinger on the catwalk he was on. Seeing their colleague go down, one of the ISG operatives 
shouted in dismay, “Damn! He got fucked up! How are we going to get the Stinger if it’s up 


1”? 


there? It’ll shoot us before we run up the stairs!” Another human spoke up with a question, “How 
many of us are left?” Peeking up from above cover, the operative performed a quick headcount, 
“Only nine of us are left. That’s it. We’re the last ones here!” One of the other humans cursed in 
dismay, “Shit!” All of the remaining ISG members were either holding XMP-1s or XMP-2s, and 
they were all running rather low on their HE rounds, “How many HE mags do you guys have 
left?” They sounded off one by one, “One mag!” “Two mags!” “Last mag!” “I’m out!” “One 
mag!” “I’ve got nothing!” “Two mags!” “I’m all out!” The human who gave the initial request 
for the callout reported his own remaining ammunition, “This is my last mag!” One of the 


humans came up with a suggestion and yelled it out to the rest of the remaining ISG members, 


“Let’s all fire at the floor. We can try to sink it in the ground!” The treads of the XAI-3 were 


severely damaged, and the machine was unable to drive anywhere already, so it was practically a 
sitting duck. Unfortunately, the machine also happened to break down in the room which kept 
the ISG from leaving the facility via the helipads. They were on their way to escape by taking 
one of the parked MH-47Gs, but the XAI-3 had driven into the room they had to run through 
before they were able to escape, effectively trapping them inside. 

With no other options in mind, the humans decided to all fire their remaining ammunition 
at the ground around the XAI-3 with the hopes of making the ground collapse and leaving the 
machine stuck and unable to attack. One of the humans stood up to attack, but the XAI-3 
immediately gunned the human down, leaving him dead on the floor. Hearing the gunfire, the 
rest of the men decided to start their attack: They stood up and began firing at the XAI-3 with 
whatever they had. The XAI-3’s armor plates were becoming quite damaged as a result of the 
attacks it had sustained thus far, but the hull itself was still operational. Though some of the hull 
was damaged, the parts of the machine that handled targeting and shooting were still working, so 
it was still a great threat against the few remaining ISG members. From their previous attack on 
the XAI-3, the ISG was able to knock out the function controlling the machine’s usage of the 
XMP-2’s HE module. As they simultaneously fired upon the machine, it began to gun down the 
humans while they were standing up from cover. While a few of the humans fired at the floor, 
the others shot at the weakened hull, hoping that they would poke through it enough to destroy it. 
Unfortunately, none of the humans were able to do enough damage to stop the machine, and 
once the room went silent again, all of the humans succumbed to their injuries and dropped dead. 
The machine stood still: It was unable to move, but it was positioned in a spot preventing 


anybody from escaping the Foundation. 


Lars found that there were no doors on the walls he was looking at, “Darn. You’d think 
we'd see a way out. Are we even going the right way?” Leonard shrugged, “Fuck knows. I sure 
don’t. I didn’t see a thing when they pulled me through here.” Lars sighed, but when he went 
quiet, he noticed something peculiar, “Say, do you hear that?” Leonard was not sure what the fox 
was talking about, “Fuck you mean? I can’t hear anything.” Lars took a couple steps forward and 
said, “Yeah, that’s the point. The fighting stopped. We’d better be careful.” Leonard did not have 
anything else to say. The fox looked down the hall and said, “Well... It looks like the only way 
to go is through here. This is where that one human went through. Stay behind me. I’ll have to go 
first.” Lars and Leonard walked down the hall slowly until Lars arrived at a door. The fox 
scanned his keycard, and when the door opened, he saw the catwalk which the human was on, 
but he also saw a twenty foot machine he had never seen before in his life. Immediately ducking 
down, Lars shouted, “Woah! Get down!” Leonard squatted down on the ground, and he looked 
through the doorway to see the deceased human with the Stinger lying right next to his corpse, 
“What’s going on out there?” Lars had to come up with a name for the thing he had seen, 
“There’s a Super Zoff out there!”” Leonard was confused, “A Super Zoff? What?” The fox spoke 
of what he saw, “Yeah, there’s a giant Zoff thing out there! I don’t think it’s seen us, but I also 
don’t think it can hear us. I’m going to go for the Stinger. It’s an anti-aircraft launcher, but if that 
thing’s still active, the Stinger will detect the infrared signals it's giving off and lock onto it. That 
must be why the human we saw was bringing it here.” 

Leonard did not understand what the fox was talking about, but he decided that he would 
just have to trust the fox and let him do what he could to against the threat they were facing, “Go 
for it.” Dragging the human’s leg back to keep the automatic door open, Lars crawled through 


the doorway before grabbing the FIM-92 left on the catwalk. After arming the launcher, the fox 


stood up slowly, but when he poked his head up, he saw the Super Zoff’s gun arm turn towards 
him. Lars ducked down, and when he did, he heard gunfire hit the wall above him. Leonard 
looked in horror as the fox hid behind cover, “Holy shit!” Lars replied, “Yep. It’s still active. 
Hold on, I’m gonna do something risky.”Leonard was not sure what Lars had planned, but he 
saw the fox begin to sprint along the catwalk after emerging from cover with the Stinger aimed 
towards the hull of the Super Zoff. The machine locked on to Lars and turned its turret to fire 
upon him, but Lars was able to run faster than the machine’s gun arm was able to turn. Within 
just a couple seconds, Lars could barely hear the target locked sound of the Stinger play as it 
acquired an infrared signature. The fox pulled the trigger and yelled at the machine as the gun 
turret moved closer and closer to hitting him, but the missile did fire, and it flew straight towards 
the glowing red and blue lights on the hull of the machine. The missile impacted the hull of the 
machine and tore straight through it, effectively destroying the Super Zoff, but the unit’s 
ammunition subsequently ignited and set off a secondary explosion, rocking the complex and 
sending shrapnel in all directions. 

Seeing the machine burst into flames, Lars abandoned the Stinger, quickly dove for 
cover, and put his hands over his head. The items stacked up on the catwalk were fortunately 
enough to give him enough protection from the Super Zoff’s explosion. After the action died 
down, Lars peeked out from his cover, and he could see that the Super Zoff was now in pieces. 
The fox stood up, and he could see that the machine was no longer targeting him or even capable 
of doing anything. The battle was over. The fox exhaled in relief as he went back to get Leonard. 
The wolf was still lying on the floor in the hallway when he saw the fox walk up to him and 
reach out his hand, “It’s done. Let’s get out of here.” Leaving his P90 behind, the fox and wolf 


both walked down the stairs of the catwalk until they arrived at the doors to the left of the Super 


Zoff. There were many dead humans in the room with the wreckage of the Super Zoff, but there 
was nothing either of the anthros could do for them; it was too late to treat them. Scanning his 
keycard, Lars and Leonard were both happy to see that the doors opened and put them right at 
the helipad they came in at. The wolf was the first to voice his relief, “Fucking finally!” Lars 
perked up a smile as the two anthros ran out of the complex and went over to the parked 
helicopters, “You’re telling me.” All ten of the helicopters were parked on their respective 
helipads, but Leonard and Lars were both walking towards Helipad 9, the way they came in. 

Walking into the helicopter’s cabin through the open loading ramp, Lars opened his cargo 
pocket and tossed the remaining 5.7x28mm magazine out of the helicopter before taking a seat in 
the Chinook. Leonard took the seat to the right of the fox, and he stared out at the view they had, 
“Damn. I didn’t think I’d see this again. I’ll be fuckin’ honest with you: I didn’t think we were 
getting out of there alive.” Buckling his seatbelt, Lars went to search for the helicopter’s ignition, 
but he paused for a moment and looked at the wolf with a smile on his face, ““You know what? I 
wasn’t too sure we’d be walking out of there, either.” The wolf sat back in his seat and closed his 
eyes, exhausted by the ordeal, “Let’s just get out of here.” Finding the button for the cargo doors, 
Lars pressed the button, and he heard the rear door close, ““Welp. I guess we can control it now. 
My guess is that if there’s no computer controlling it, we can use it.” Slouching in his seat with 
his eyes still closed, Leonard was not too concerned with knowing the specifics, ““Whatever gets 
us out of here faster.” After a couple more seconds of searching the instrument panel, Lars 
located the control to turn on the helicopter’s engine and nodded in relief, “Phew, there we go. 
We’ll be out of here in no time.” 

Lars pushed the throttle upwards, and he waited until the helicopter spun its rotors fast 


enough for the helicopter to gain enough lift to take off. After a decent wait, the Chinook went 


airborne, and Lars used the stick with the rudder pedals to pilot the helicopter away from the 
complex and return via the way they came. Realizing that he was leaving the facility, Leonard 
began to laugh before starting to cry. Lars initially was wondering why the wolf was crying, but 
he assumed it had something to do with him still not believing that they were leaving the 
Foundation. Lars tried to speak to the wolf as they flew in the helicopter, “Well... I guess you 
now know the Foundation isn’t as unbelievable as you first thought it was?” Leonard knew that 
he definitely believed the Foundation was real after having experienced it for himself, but at the 
same time, the wolf wished that he did not follow the fox into the helicopter to begin with. Part 
of the wolf felt that ignorance really was bliss. He understood that he could have gone his entire 
life without knowing a single thing about the Omega Foundation, but here he was visiting it for 
himself. Lars had a few more words to say to the wolf, “Do you know what this means, 
Leonard?” The wolf could hear the fox, but he was still not replying. The fox waited a moment 
for the wolf to reply, but once he realized that he was not interested in giving a reply, Lars 
answered his own question, “If there’s no more Omega Foundation, there’s no more Furryton 
Academy. We get to go home now.” There was one problem with what the fox said, and when 
Leonard calmed himself down, he said, “Home? I don’t think I can go back home.” Lars turned 
to the wolf and smiled, “Hey, Leonard. If you come with me, I’ll bring you to my home. How 
does that sound?” Given the circumstances, the wolf decided to trust the fox, “I guess I don’t 
have any other options. Take me with you.” Lars nodded and smiled, ““You’re not going to regret 
it.” The two anthros continued to fly back to Furryton Academy while moving farther and farther 
away from the fire that was now practically engulfing Facility Thirteen. Evidence that the facility 


even existed in the first place was burning away by the minute. 


Chapter 21 


Going Home 


Opening the trunk of his Ford Mustang, Lars took his luggage and placed it in the 
vehicle. Turning around, the fox looked over to the wolf, “Alright, Leonard. You’re up.” 
Leonard stepped forwards carrying his luggage, and the wolf placed his belongings right next to 
the fox’s items. The fox’s Ford Mustang had just enough room to fit both of their belongings, 
and Lars commented on the fact as he closed the trunk of his vehicle, “Hey, would you look at 
that? All of it fits in the trunk, and we don’t even have to put any of it elsewhere.” The wolf 
looked somewhat confused, “Trunk?” The fox nodded as he quickly remembered the wolf’s 
nationality, “Oh yeah. That’s what we call it here in America. You guys call it the boot.” The 
wolf only gave a slow nod back to the fox, and after a couple more seconds, Lars walked along 
to the left side of the vehicle and opened the driver door, “Are you ready to go?” The fox briefly 
glanced up at the dimming sky before he continued speaking, “It’s going to be about eight hours 
of driving. I’ll stop for food if you get hungry, but we did eat when we got back from the 
Foundation, so you should probably be alright until the morning. My mom will make us 
breakfast when we get home. If everything goes smoothly, then we should be home just before 


sunrise, but it may take a bit longer than that.” 


The wolf looked up at the evening sky before looking back at the fox and replying, 
“Alright.” The fox lightly patted the roof of the vehicle and asked his question again; he was not 
sure if the wolf’s acknowledgement was directed towards the fox’s original question, “So, are we 
ready to go?” Leonard stepped up to the right side of the vehicle and opened the door. When the 
wolf looked inside the Mustang, he realized that he was looking at the passenger side door. 
Briefly confused, the wolf looked across the center console and saw that the steering wheel was 
on the left side of the vehicle’s cabin. Lars was already sitting in the driver seat when the wolf 
sat in the passenger seat himself. Leonard buckled his seatbelt as he looked down at the outfit he 
wore: Along with Lars, the wolf had left all of the clothing they took from the Foundation at 
Furryton Academy, and they changed into the clothes which they both brought with them. The 
wolf was wearing a black hoodie with grungy white lettering reading, ‘DON’T ASK ME ABOUT 
MY DAY’. Leonard wore a baggy pair of black sweatpants with the hoodie, and he was wearing 
his Adidas shoes from the previous day. Lars was wearing another navy blue polo shirt tucked 
into a black pair of shorts which looked about as short as all of the other shorts he wore; 
Nevertheless, the fox still kept the same decorative footwear he was still wearing from the 
previous few days. Leonard commented on the fox’s appearance, “Do you only wear polo shirts 
and shorts?” Lars replied with a small smile on his face as he started up the vehicle and shifted 
the transmission out of park, “Pretty much. My dad basically wears the same sort of outfits as 
well, but his shorts look more like standard cargo shorts. He also doesn’t wear anything on his 
feet at all. I like wearing my decorative footwear.” The wolf did not have anything else to say for 
the time being, so he quieted down once the Mustang started pulling out of the place where the 


fox parked it. 


The car ride was mostly filled with silence for the first forty or so minutes. While the fox 
had the radio on, aside from Lars briefly identifying a few songs on the radio which he felt fond 
of, Leonard did not have much to say. However, the wolf did decide to break the silence as they 
were driving on Interstate 95, “Did I ever tell you how much I hate my name?” Lars heard that 
the wolf was speaking, but he was focused on the road and did not hear what the wolf had said, 
“Hm?” Leonard said, “My name. Did I ever tell you how much I hate it?” Lars tried to remember 
everything the wolf had said to him over the last couple days, “I don’t really think you did. I 
didn’t really get much of a chance to even talk to you until last night. Before that, you didn’t 
really seem like you wanted to have anything to do with me.” The wolf took a deep breath and 
spoke after he exhaled, “It’s true. I really hate the name I was given. It was my fucking mum’s 
idea as well.” Unsure of what exactly to say, the fox continued to drive for a moment before 
continuing the conversation, “I don’t see anything wrong with it.” 

Disagreeing with Lars, Leonard shook his head, “I hate it.” The fox asked the wolf a 
question, “Well, what would you rather be called?” Leonard thought for a moment before 
speaking, “The name I normally use online is Legoshy. | like it better.” Lars could not really see 
himself referring to the wolf by the nickname he preferred, but instead of telling the wolf that, he 
asked a question out of curiosity, “How did you come up with that name?” The wolf looked to 
his right to look at a street sign they passed by on the Interstate. After they passed the sign, 
Leonard looked straight ahead at the road and gave his answer, “I played LEGO Star Wars as a 
kid. It was a decent enough game.” Lars let out a little chuckle, “Heh, why would you be Lego- 
shy, though?” The wolf waited a couple moments before speaking, “I guess it’s because I don’t 
really open up to anybody. I don’t really have anybody to open up to.” The fox remembered the 


conversation he had with the wolf during the previous night, “You seemed to open up to me, 


though.” The wolf loudly exhaled out of his nose before going silent for a few seconds. Lars 
looked to his right to see what the wolf was doing, but he looked back at the road after realizing 
that Leonard would just need a few moments before he would continue speaking. After a bit of 
an extended period of silence, the wolf spoke, “Well... I guess everyone has a breaking point.” 
Lars did not really like the way Leonard approached the subject, “Don’t look at it like 
that. It’s good to open up to someone you can trust.” The wolf looked over to Lars and spoke of 
the irony regarding the stereotypes of the various races of Anthro sapiens, “And you’re a fox.” 
Lars looked back at the wolf, “And is there something wrong with being a fox?” Leonard looked 
away from Lars before replying, “It’s just that everybody tells me that foxes are a bunch of liars. 
When... Well... Ugh... When you told me the stuff about the Foundation last night — I didn’t 
believe any of it. I thought you were just lying to me. It’s what I expect out of foxes, really.” The 
fox actually knew where the wolf was coming from, and he nodded his head, “Yeah, it’s a quite 
common stereotype regarding us foxes. You know, my dad had to deal with some of those 
stereotypes as well. He told me that people would tell him that foxes should all just be shut up 
and locked up. Heh-heh... Well, I do think it’s a little bit ironic considering how I end up doing 
that sort of stuff to myself.” Leonard turned to his left to look at the fox again. After a few 
seconds, he asked a question which he wanted to ask much earlier, “How old are you?” Lars felt 
as if the question was not related to the conversation, but he did provide an answer, “I was born 
in 2032, so that makes me 18. Why do you ask?” The wolf replied, “I dunno, you just look like 
you’re younger than that. You sound like it as well.” Lars gave a soft snicker before replying, 
“Yeah, people often comment about my voice. It doesn’t sound as deep as most of the other men 


I run into.” The wolf asked a follow-up question, “Does it make you feel bad about yourself?” 


The fox shook his head, “No, it doesn’t, not anymore. I used to feel a little iffy about my voice 
and weight, but it doesn’t bother me anymore.” 

Leonard became curious, ““What changed?” Lars replied, overtaking a slower vehicle on 
the Interstate, “I guess you could say what changed was when I started taking my faith more 
seriously. That was about when I was fifteen or so. I always believed in the Lord, but I guess I 
didn’t really understand the entire scope of it until I got older. My mom, dad, and uncle would 
tell me about it from time to time, but I guess I didn’t really understand it all until I got older. 
Once I got older, though, I started to understand more: It’s not about how much good we can do; 
we can’t earn our salvation by being good. It’s about how good our Savior is. We were bought 
with a price, and He was the one who paid for it. I also started getting more of the meaning when 
I read the Bible myself. I went through the entire thing when I was seventeen.” The wolf asked 
the fox a question while looking at him, “So if it doesn’t matter what good things you do, then 
what’s the point of doing good things at all?” Lars answered the wolf’s question, “We don’t do 
good things because we expect some sort of reward to come out of them. We do good things 
because for one, they’re good to do, and two, they honor God. In the Gospel of Matthew, Jesus 
said that we are to let our light shine before men, so that we may glorify God and show other 
people what following Christ is about.” 

As he remembered the events which occurred during the previous night, the wolf still felt 
himself struggling to accept the fox’s words, “And following Christ would mean getting rid of 
the things I like?” Lars tried to give the best answer he could, “It’s not really you who’s getting 
rid of these thoughts and desires by yourself. If you are born again in the Holy Spirit, then God 
will give you a new heart with new desires. If you’re born again, you’re not going to want to be 


doing this stuff anymore. Hey, like I said before, the more you sin, the more you get comfortable 


in it. If you never got into those habitual sins in the first place, then you’d have an easier time 
forsaking them.” Leonard still felt somewhat confused, “Is God still going to reject me if I try to 
get rid of these sins myself?” Lars realized that Leonard was missing the point, “Without turning 
to Christ, nobody’s going to have eternal life. You can’t earn salvation yourself, and even if you 
were to repent of literally every sin, there’s still no forgiveness if you’re not trusting in Jesus to 
forgive your sins. Sin doesn’t expire with time, and you can’t pay for your sins by not sinning or 
doing good things to counteract it. It doesn’t work that way. Once you’ve committed sin, that sin 
will always require innocent blood for payment if you are to still live. Thankfully for us, Jesus 
already did that for us over two-thousand years ago. We just need to trust Him, and not our own 
righteousness. Our righteousness is as good as filthy rags before the Lord. Guilty people cannot 
use guilty blood to pay for sin.” 

Lars’ words were a lot for Leonard to take in, “Well... It’s just that... I like the stuff I 
like. I don’t know if I'll get around that.” The fox continued looking ahead at the road while he 
replied, ““That’s the attitude a lot of people have, but the issue is that we all have to make a 
choice: Are we going to continue in the sins that we’ve been committing, or are we going to 
repent of our sins, trust in Christ to forgive our sins, and be forgiven as a result? Look, it’s not 
about simply repenting of your sins; you still need forgiveness for the sins you’ve already 
committed.” The wolf found another issue, ““What if I can’t repent of my sins? What if it’s too 
hard for me?” Lars gave the best reply he could think of, “God won’t give up on you if you don’t 
give up on Him. You’re not going to be tempted beyond what you can handle, and God will 
always give you a way to escape those temptations. If you accept the Holy Spirit giving you a 
new heart with new desires, then you will likely find it easier to break these habits. There’s not 


really any definite promise that these desires will completely go away, but the Lord will convict 


you if you have the Holy Spirit in you. If you stay with my family for a while, I'll do what I can 
to help you, but it’s not me who can do anything for you as far as salvation is concerned. I’d be 
condemned like any other man if I faced God on Judgment Day without being covered by the 
blood of Christ. I’ve committed sin before, and as a result, I can’t save anybody. Jesus is the only 
one who can save you; He’s perfect. Look to Him to make things right. Don’t trust in man for 
salvation. Jesus is God in the flesh. He’s so much more than any man who’s ever lived.” 
Leonard remembered what occurred the previous night, “You’re not mad at me for what 
happened last night?” Lars took a second to remember exactly what Leonard was talking about, 
“Hmm? Oh... I mean, that wasn’t the best thing to do, but I forgive you. God will forgive you as 
well if you ask Him to forgive you. From what my dad told me about this one incident he had 
with my uncle, I think he got further than you did there. My dad forgave him. Besides, even if 
you did violate me, if you were truly repentant, I’d still forgive you.” The wolf became curious, 
“What? What did he do?” Lars decided to share the story with Leonard, “Back around the time 
when my dad first met him, my uncle attempted to sexually assault my dad. He repented, though, 
and my dad forgave him. That was over twenty years ago, though, and they haven’t had any 
issues since then, really. My dad told me he believed it was through him forgiving my uncle that 
he was inspired to repent of his sins and trust in Jesus for forgiveness.” The wolf considered the 
implications of the event, “So your uncle is gay?” Hearing the wolf’s response, Lars was not 
really satisfied with the way it was worded, so he tried to address some of it in his own response, 
“Well, I mean, you’re not really even a homosexual until you actually do something homosexual. 
Sure, what my uncle did back then was definitely a sin, but having that underlying desire there 
doesn’t really mean much of anything. We all have sinful thoughts and desires, and though we 


can commit sins in our hearts without actually doing the actions, that’s something really only 


God knows if you don’t tell anybody about what’s going on in your head. We’re not even saved 
by not having those sinful thoughts, either. We’re only saved by the grace of Christ. However, 
when someone performs an action resulting from those evil desires, that’s about the time when 
we can point it out and identify it as a sinful action.” 

The wolf still struggled with how the fox described such concepts, “If I get this new heart 
that you’ve been talking about, is it going to make me like women instead?” Lars shrugged, 
“There’s no guarantee of that. The new heart will definitely convict you of these sins, and you’re 
not going to want to pursue these desires, but they may still exist. Take my uncle for example: 
He’s been born again for about twenty years, and he still doesn’t feel attraction to women. My 
dad’s been married to his wife for nineteen years as of now, but my uncle didn’t bother to go out 
and pursue any women for himself; he’s not attracted to them at all. However, my uncle isn’t 
really lusting after men, either. He’s kinda just been living at my house with me, my mom, and 
my dad. My dad really loves his brother, but it’s not at all this distorted sense of love that society 
has fed us. The love is more like how I love my dad. It’s not that warm and fuzzy intimate sense 
of love that society wants us to believe love is about. We all care for the well-being of one 
another.” 

Leonard’s next question was a bit off-topic, “What does your mum think about your dad 
living in the house with another man?” Lars felt as if everything he had just said to the wolf 
came in one ear and went out the other, “My mom understands the situation. She already knew 
that my uncle used to be attracted to my dad. She knew that when they both met her in ‘28. She 
knows that my dad isn’t doing homosexual things with his brother, so there’s really nothing for 
her to object to. There’s no sexual sin going on.” The wolf asked another question, “Why do you 


keep calling him your dad’s brother? He’s not related to him.” Lars felt as if he had already 


explained his reasoning to the wolf, but he decided that he might as well explain it again, 
“Though they may not be related to one another by blood, they are both still part of the Lord’s 
family. As the Book of Galatians says, we are all one in Christ. Even though what my uncle 
desired to do in the past was wicked, he repented of his sin and sought Christ’s forgiveness. God 
has forgiven him for his sin, and if God has forgiven him, we have to forgive him as well. The 
Book of Hebrews states that when a person repents and has been forgiven, God will remember 
that person’s sins no more. We don’t hold it against my uncle either. And I’m willing to forget 
what you tried last night as well. Heck, I’ve even already told you that even if you did go all the 
way and violate me, I’d forgive you.” 

The wolf had something else on his mind, “Why did your dad tell you about what your 
uncle did if he’s supposed to forget his sins?” Lars replied, “He told me that story when I started 
getting interested in locking myself up. He told me that I should be mindful about who I do that 
around because some people are indeed going to try and take advantage of it. It wasn’t anything 
about his brother in particular, it was more of just general wisdom. My dad was telling me not to 
lay a stumbling block in front of another person, and I’m sorry it tempted you there. I didn’t 
think you’d see it like that. I won’t do it around you if it’s going to make you stumble.” Leonard 
shrugged, “Fair enough, I guess.” However, after remaining silent for a few moments, the wolf 
had something else to say, “So if I won’t be able to have sex with men, and I’m not attracted to 
women, then what am I supposed to do?” Lars gave the wolf an answer he did not really want to 
hear, “You'll just have to be like my uncle and just not have sex at all.” Leonard voiced his 
disappointment hearing the fox’s response, “So I’m just supposed to be miserable for the rest of 
my life or something?” Lars shook his head, “You can’t really look at it like that. For one, 


there’s plenty of things to enjoy that aren’t sinful, but I want you to think about this: Do you 


know how long eternity is? When God creates a new heaven and a new earth, it’s going to be... 
Well, very different from what we have here. This life that we live here is nothing compared to 
the life that is to come for those in Christ. God isn’t trying to be a killjoy. God wants what is 
righteous, and these actions, though you may take great pleasure in them, are simply unrighteous. 
I know it’s not what you want to hear, but I wouldn’t be doing you a favor by telling you lies. I 
bet you think that’s pretty ironic coming from a fox, huh?” 

Leonard looked down at the floor of the vehicle as he slouched in his seat, “I guess 
you’re supposed to be the one fox who wasn’t just telling me all lies.” Lars briefly looked over to 
the wolf, “Would you still have believed me if you didn’t go to the Foundation with me?” 
Leonard gave the fox his honest answer, “I don’t think so.” Though it was the answer the fox 
was expecting, he decided to say something else to the wolf, “Are you basing your consideration 
of the legitimacy of Christ on the Omega Foundation being real or not?” The wolf closed his 
eyes and sat silent for a second, “I don’t know...” The fox looked back at the road and said, 
“Even then, the best thing you could do is read the Scriptures for yourself. Sure, if you have a 
question every now or then, I'll do my best to answer, but I can’t promise that my answers will 
be correct all of the time. The Lord will answer your questions if you trust Him, and his answers 
are better than the ones I can give. Pray to the Lord for guidance and wisdom, and He’ll let you 
know what you need to know. It’s a lot better than asking me or my dad, and my dad knows a 
whole lot more than I do about this stuff. Heck, I’d even go and say that my mom and uncle 
know more than I do about the Bible. My point is that it’s important to trust in God rather than 
trusting in man for your answers.” The wolf slowly opened his eyes and replied, “Alright...” 

The rest of the car ride was not too eventful: Lars had to stop to refuel the Mustang a few 


times, and he did stop at a couple rest areas to use their facilities and check the map, but Leonard 


ended up going to sleep in the car. The fox even accidentally started going down the wrong road 
at one point, and he had to turn around. From that point forth, Lars used the vehicle’s onboard 
GPS system to help them arrive at their destination. When Leonard was awake, he did not say 
much other than some smalltalk every once in a while, but whenever he did speak, he did not 
have much to say. Lars primarily spent a good chunk of the ride listening to music over the radio, 
and when he drove out of range of the radio stations his vehicle could pick up, he had to find 
new channels to listen to. Nevertheless, the two anthros arrived at the Hofmeier residence at 
around the same time the fox had anticipated. After pulling into the driveway, the fox parked the 
car and turned off the engine. Looking to his right, the fox saw that Leonard had been asleep, but 
now, he decided to wake the wolf up. Giving the wolf a tug on the shoulder, Leonard slowly 
opened his eyes and looked around while blinking to clear his vision, ““Wh-what?” 

“We’re here,” the fox said. Leonard looked out the windshield, and he saw that the both 
of them were parked outside of a decently-sized house. Lars opened the door and stepped out of 
the vehicle after removing his seatbelt, and seconds after leaving the vehicle, the front door 
opened and three anthros exited. The first person who spoke was a black and white fox, “Lars, 
you're back already?” Lars ran up and embraced his father, “Hey, daddy.” Saint Arcades replied 
while still hugging his son, “So how did it go, Lars?” The cross fox replied, “I took down a 
Foundation facility.” Lars’ mother and uncle came in to embrace him as well. The wolf, Saint 
Photias, spoke next, ““We’re so glad to have you back, mate.” The fox’s mother, Jackie, spoke 
after Photias, “We’re glad you’re okay, Lars.” The cross fox gave a slight chuckle before 
replying, “Heh... I’m alright.” After embracing his family for another minute, they all took a 
step back, but Arcades kept his hand on his son’s shoulder, “Odds are, you just set them back by 


at least another twenty or thirty years. That facility you took down was basically their 


headquarters ever since their reformation. They didn’t know what hit ‘em, huh?” The cross fox 
smiled, “Cut it a bit close, but I got it done.” Photias came over with a grin on his face, and the 
wolf patted the cross fox on the back, “Cor blimey, cobber, you’re turning out just like your pop, 
here. ‘Strewth. Ain’t it, mate?” Lars turned around and gestured towards his vehicle, “I’m not the 
only one who made it out.” Arcades squinted, trying to get a look at the anthro who was still 
slowly undoing his seatbelt in the car after waking up, “Who’s your friend?” Lars replied, ““To be 
honest, daddy, I think he’s Jason’s cousin.” The wolf was taken aback, “My cousin? What makes 
you say that, mate?” Lars nodded, “Yeah, wait for him to step on out. Youll see what I mean.” 
Before Leonard exited the vehicle, the four anthros were already approaching the vehicle. 
Leonard opened up the door, and he slowly went to exit the vehicle, but Arcades approached him 
and helped him stand up. Looking the silver fox in the eyes, Leonard thought he was looking at 
Arcades’ son for a moment; they had the same eye color, “Lars?” The silver fox smiled before 
replying, “I’m Lars’ father. I’m Kurt Hofmeier.” Photias heard the other wolf speak, but it was 
not enough for him to recognize much of an accent. Photias spoke to Leonard, “So who might 
you be, mate?” Seeing that Leonard was able to stand on his own, Arcades took his hands off of 
the wolf and allowed him to walk free. Looking at the other gray wolf who was in front of him, 
Leonard could not help but think that some part of Photias looked quite familiar to him. 
Nevertheless, the wolf spoke, “I’m Leonard... Leonard Barter.” Photias raised an eyebrow, “And 
my name’s Jason Barter. Whereabouts are you from, mate?” Leonard paused for a moment 
before replying, “Sydney.” Arcades raised an eyebrow as well, “Jason, I didn’t think you had a 
cousin?” Photias looked over to the silver fox, “I remember telling you about my uncle, but I 


didn’t know he had kids.” 


Approaching the two wolves, Jackie commented on their appearance, “You two look 
quite similar to one another.” Lars nodded his head and said, “I think mommy has a point.” 
Leonard spoke next; now that he was able to see Arcades and Lars standing right next to one 
another, he could not help but comment, “And you two blokes look similar as well. If you didn’t 
have the red fur, you’d basically look identical to your dad.” Lars and Arcades both smiled, but 
the cross fox was the one to speak, “Yeah, I’ve heard that before. People say I look a lot like 
daddy.” Photias let out a chuckle, “Hah. It’s almost like having another one you ‘round. Ain’t 
that right, Kurt?” Arcades gave a few nods before replying, “Yep... I'd reckon so. And you took 
down your first Foundation facility at 18. I didn’t even take down a facility until I was 28. That 
was also when I met your mother for the second time.” Arcades looked over to Jackie, and the 
red fox smiled at her husband. Photias was the one who spoke next, “Sounds like a whole lotta 
excitement. Wasn’t it?” Lars gave a confident nod, “Yeah... It sure was. I’ll have to tell you 
guys all about it.” Arcades looked towards the rising sun before asking his son, “Did you drive 
during the night to get here?” Lars replied, “I sure did.” The silver fox briefly turned to look at 
the front door before asking the group, “How about we go inside, then?” 

Stepping into the house, Leonard watched as all three foxes entered the house, and none 
of them were wearing shoes. Photias was wearing shoes, but once he entered the house, he 
slipped his shoes off but kept his socks on. Lars spoke to his father again as Leonard stopped to 
take off his shoes at the front door, “Hey daddy, I got to use a Stinger.” Arcades looked 
impressed, “A Stinger? The FIM-92? Did you take on an aircraft or something?” Lars explained 
the story to his father, “It was a ground target. The Foundation was making this big robot that 
looked almost like a scaled-down tank. I used the Stinger to take it down.” Arcades smiled and 


nodded in approval, “Sounds like you showed them, huh?” The fox smiled back at his father, 


“Yep. I must say, all of what you taught me really paid off. I don’t think I would’ve been able to 
do it if you didn’t teach me everything you did.” The silver fox patted the cross fox on the 
shoulder; the two anthros stood at the same height, “You did a good job, Lars. Mommy, Jason, 
and I are really proud of you.” Lars accepted his parents’ congratulations, “Thanks, daddy.” 
Leonard walked up to the two foxes, but he did not say anything. After he was finished with his 
father, the cross fox turned to look at the wolf, “Leonard, are you hungry?” The wolf stood still 
for a moment, but he ended up giving a silent nod. With his mother still in the room, Lars looked 
at the red fox and said, “Hey, mommy. Can we have pancakes?” Jackie nodded and said, “Sure 
thing, Lars.” 

As the red fox went to the kitchen, Photias stood next to Leonard and spoke, “So, mate. 
How did the two of you meet?” Leonard took a deep breath before choosing his next words, 
“Well... Uhm... I guess you could say we met at Furryton Academy.” Photias was unfamiliar 
with the name, “Furryton what?” Arcades added some clarity, “It’s a fake school the Foundation 
made. From what I could dig up online, they were using it for AI testing.” After speaking to his 
brother, the silver fox looked back at his son, “Did you see them doing any of that there?” Lars 
nodded, “I sure did. They produced them in the facility we took down.” Arcades had another 
question, “Say, did you see any of them carrying that one Foundation weapon I showed you?” 
The cross fox remembered the model number, “The XMP-1? The robots themselves didn’t have 
them, but the Foundation personnel did. The Foundation also had this one anthro at the fake 
school, and he had an XMP-1 as well. He tried to kill us.” 

Arcades replied to Lars, “I see. From what I remember from back in ‘28, the Foundation 
did have a couple of anthros working for them that weren’t just being used to make up their 


army. I guess my guess was correct that they were trying to use robots instead of building back 


what they had, huh?” Lars nodded, “Yep. Wherever you got that intel from, it’s all correct. Did 
you see anything about the facility going under? Or perhaps it’s too early for them to have that 
info?” Arcades replied with what he knew, “Yeah, I checked last night, but there was nothing 
new. There actually haven’t been any updates for that facility since last week when somebody 
figured out that the anthros they recruited to come there for ‘cheap education’ were actually just 
going to be test subjects to train the AI.” Lars said, “Yep, and that’s about the time when I started 
getting prepared to go out there.” Leonard spoke up, “Wait, why didn’t you go, Kurt?” Arcades 
looked at the wolf and replied, “I was going to go myself, but Lars volunteered for it. Besides, 
I’m getting a bit old, and I’m not sure if I would have been able to keep up as well as I used to. 
I’m fifty years old right now. I’ve still got some fight left in me if I need to use it, but I think we 
got it all sorted out now. You and Lars made it back, so that’s a good outcome.” 

Arcades became curious about a different matter, “Say, how many other people did they 
have out there? Did anybody else make it out?” The cross fox paused for a moment to consider 
what he knew before speaking, “There were a few other people out there. Besides the anthro 
working for the Foundation, there was a coyote, a cat, Leonard, a raccoon dog, and a maned 
wolf.” Joining the conversation again, Photias was surprised to hear the short list of people, 
“Really, that was it? Do you remember any of their names, mate?” Lars nodded, “Yeah. The 
maned wolf was the guy who they got to be the ‘president’ of the fake school. His name was Mr. 
Cox. He was kind of a clueless guy, and I don’t think he knew anything. He was killed by the 
raccoon dog, and I kid you not, his name was quite literally Mike Rowave.” Photias raised an 
eyebrow, “Mike Rowave? Like the microwave?” Lars gave a firm nod, “Oh yeah.” Arcades 
added a comment, “I guess he likes microwaves or something.” Lars continued speaking after his 


father finished his comment, “Yeah. The coyote was named Lewis Lewis. I didn’t get to talk 


much to him, but he thought he was a deer. He wore fake antlers and fake hooves over his hands. 
We tried to help him, but the poor guy got killed by the fox the Foundation hired: His name was 
Jothie. He killed both Mike Rowave and Lewis. He tried to kill us, but he accidentally shot the 
ceiling with his grenade launcher and collapsed the ceiling on himself.” 

Photias realized that one person was still unaccounted for, “Didn’t ya say there was also a 
cat out there, mate? Do you remember his name?” Lars looked over to his uncle before looking 
back at his father and speaking, “Yeah. His name was Roberto Bocchino.” Arcades looked at 
Photias, and the silver fox found that the wolf was looking back at him. Photias spoke first, 
“Wait. That’s the same last name as...” Arcades nodded before his brother could speak the name 
aloud, “Bocchino... Yep. It sure is the same last name. You think that’s his son? I haven’t heard 
from Bobby in over twenty years. Maybe he had a kid as well.” Photias shrugged, “Not a clue, 
mate. I’ve’nt heard from ‘im either.” Arcades looked back over to Lars, “Do you remember the 
Bobby Bocchino guy I told you about?” Lars replied, “I sure do. I was thinking the same, but I 
didn’t really have enough to go on. I’ve known Jason my whole life, and that’s why Leonard 
reminded me of him.” Arcades had one more question for his son, “So, what ended up happening 
to Roberto?” The cross fox spoke, “I don’t know. He literally just got up and left in the middle of 
the battle with the machines, and I hadn’t seen him since. He either got out, or the machines got 
to him.” Arcades deeply inhaled before he turned to the wolf and said, “You know what? Hey, 
Jason. Doesn’t that sound a lot like what Bobby did back during the Fox Security days?” 
Knowing the context, Photias perked up a small smile and nodded, “Sure does, mate.” 

Arcades looked back to his son, “Either way, we’re so glad to have you back.” The silver 
fox then looked over to Leonard, “And we’re glad to have you here as well.” Leonard looked 


around the house, and he was quite impressed with how nice it was. Lars’ house looked so much 


better than the house he lived in while he was in Australia. When Leonard looked back at the 
silver fox, he asked a question, “Can I uhh... Live here with you guys for a little while?” 
Arcades immediately granted Leonard’s request, “Sure thing. We’ll get it all sorted out, so don’t 
you worry.” Leonard felt at ease. He was glad that he was not at Furryton Academy or Facility 
Thirteen anymore, and he was glad that he at least had a place to stay for the time being. Looking 
over to Lars, the wolf had a few words for the cross fox, “Thanks for bringing me here.” Lars 
smiled and looked back at Leonard, “Glad I could help. If there’s anything else we can do for 
you, just let us know. Alright?” The wolf gave a nod, “Yeah. Uhh... Breakfast would be nice.” 
Arcades looked over to his wife in the kitchen, “Jackie’s working on it. It looks like she’s got a 
whole lot of pancakes. I hope you guys are all hungry.” Lars smiled, “Sounds good.” Photias 
began heading towards the kitchen, “Fair dinkum, mate. You blokes best be getting ready. 
They’re best while they’re hot, now ain’t they?” Arcades began heading into the kitchen as well, 
and Lars started to follow his father. However, when the cross fox realized that Leonard was not 
following them, he stopped, turned around, and spoke to the wolf, “You ready to eat?” The wolf 
nodded before stepping forth, “Sure thing. Let’s eat.” And with that, the anthros went into the 
kitchen to eat breakfast. 

“Dad, are you gonna fuckin’ pick up the phone this time?” a cat spoke into his cellphone 
as it rang. He finally heard a very Italian-American sounding voice on the other end, “Robby? 
The fuck you callin’ me at this time a’day for? Didn’t I tell you that I’m fuckin’ busy? You’re 
fuckin’ bustin’ my balls over here callin’ me right now. The fuck you want?” Robby shook his 
head before speaking back to his father, “For the fifth fuckin’ time, that fuckin’ Furryton place is 
a whole fuckin’ load of horseshit. You hear me?” Bocchino was a bit annoyed and confused, 


“What the fuck do you mean you called me up five fuckin’ times? This is the fuckin’ first time 


you’ve fuckin’ called me up, dumbass!” Robby was confused, but the cat pressed on, “Are you 


1»? 


shitting me? I tried calling your ass five fuckin’ times already!” Bocchino grunted before saying, 
“Ts this your way of tellin’ me that you ain’t wanting to go to school? Sounds to me like you 
done fucked up choosing that one, now didn’t you? Look, even if that whole place ended up 
being some sort of fucking Omega Foundation blacksite, there ain’t a fuckin’ way that I’d even 
be able to come and get your dumbass. I’m in fucking California. Go and get a fucking bus or 
something. Shit’s up to you, son.” Robby was confused, “Omega Foundation? What the fuck is 
that?” 

Bocchino replied while omitting plenty of context, “Some piece of shit organization that I 
had to un-fucking-fortunately deal with back in ‘28. Ever wonder why I stopped working in 
security? That’s fuckin’ why. Anyways, you’re basically on your own, son. I can’t do jack shit 
from fucking California. You got that? Maybe try asking your mother or somethin’, but that 
bitch doesn’t pick up for me, so good fuckin’ luck tryin’ to get through her. Now, I gotta go to 
the site, so you better figure something out. Maybe I can give you my boss’ old number from the 
security job I used to do. He might try to help you out. He’s a big faggot though, and he lives 
with a faggy wolf the last time I talked to him, so I dunno if that’d be somethin’ you’d wanna try 
out. He’s probably closer to you than I am, so that’s up to you if you want that.” Aggravated, 
Robby shook his head and replied to his father, “I guess I'll pass. I?ll do something. See ya, dad.” 
Bocchino hung up the phone after saying his goodbye to his son, “See ya ‘round.” Putting his 
phone away, the cat exhaled and began walking down the road. 


The end. 


